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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. V L KS. 


HEN Strife diſturbs, ar Sloth corrupts an Ave, 

Keen Satire is the Buſineſs of the Stage. | 

ben the Plain Dealer wit, he laſb a tie Crime | 
* Which then infeſted moſt——the modiſb Times: 

But now, when Faction lep, and Shoth is fed, 

And all our Youth in ative Fields are bred; 

When thro GREAT-BRITAIN' fair extin/in'e Round, 

The Trumps of Fame the Notes of Un1oy found; 

When ANN A's Sceptre paints the Laws their Course, 

And her Example gives her Precefts Force; 

There ſcarce is room for Satire; all our Lays 

Muſt be, or Songs of Triump>, or of Praiſe. 

But as in Grounds beſt cultivated, Tares ' 

And Poppies rife among the Golden Earsz 

Our Product fo, fit for the Field or School, 

Muſt mix with Nature's fawourite Plaut 

A Weed that bas to twenty Summers ran, 

Shoots up in Stalls, aud wegetates to Man. 

„ our Author goes from Field to Field, 


a: Feel. 


And culls fuch Fools as may Diverſion yield; 


And, Thanks to Nature, there's no want of thoſe, 

For Rainor Shine, the thriving Coxcomb grows. 

Follies to-night wwe fhaw' ne er laſb d before, 

Yet ſuch as Nature ſhews you e ry Hour : 

Norican the Pictures give a juſt Offence 3 + 

For Fools are made for Feſts to Men of Senſe. | 
Wy” A 3 Dramatis 


| be. 
D 18 P 1. 1 
S Ferionæ 9 
ramatl 1 
dee 2451 = A 


MEN. 


Auel, 15 Gentlemen of bro- Ne Mills. 


ken Fortunes, the firſt 
Archer, Mr. Wilks. © 


as Maſter, and the ſe- 
cond as Servant. 
Count {( AFrench Officer, Priſoner 


 Bellair, I at Litchfield. Mg. Bowman. {'$ 
Cullen, 4 * wr] al b. - ov; © Mr. Yerbroggen. {| 4 


Freeman, A Gentleman from London. Mr. Keen, 


Bere, J, Fand OH... J Mr, Bower, 
Gibbet, A Highway-Man. Mr, Cibber. 
Hounſlow, _ q | 
Bas = His Companions. 


Boniface, Landlord of the Inn. Mr. Bulhck. 
Scrub. Servant to Mr. Sullen. Mr. Norris. 


WOM E N. 


An old, civil, Country 
Gentle woman, that 
Lady cures all her Neigh- 
Bountiful, bours of all Diſtem- Mrs. Powe. 
pers, and fooliſhly fond 
of her Son Sullen. : 3 
Dorinda, Lady Bountiful's Daughter. Mrs. Bragsnav. 
Mrs. Sullen. Her Daughter-in-law. Mrs. Oldfeld, 7% 
.Gipſey. Maid to the Ladies. Mrs. M/s. 


The Landlord's Daugh- \ 4 
9 ter in the Inn. 'S FMrs. Bicknel. 1 


Scene, LITCHFIELD: Þ 


THE 


Beaux Stratagem. 
gen.. 

ACT 1. 

9 Soxxx, An Inn, 


Erter Boniface running. 


EHamberlain, Maid, Cherry, Daugh- 
ter Cherry; all aſleep? all dead? 


4. — 


. — * 5 : 
1 x: "EP B20 off . . 
PK 


1 Enter Cherry runninz. 
4 Cher. Here, her E. Why d'ye 


| _> bawl ſo, Father? D'ye think we 
have no Ears? | | 
Bon. You deſerve to have none, you young Minx :-- 
The Company of the Warrington Coach has ſtood in the 


. 


P 
r * 3 


. 1 _ N 0 
# n * « cx So 
4 1 * - od 
FO 1,5. i " EL 

EX oe. 8 5 
2 * 2 "LF 
, * 

je 


. Hall this Hour, and no body to ſhew them to their 
= Chambers. | 
Cher. And let em wait, Father; there's neither Red- 


Coat in the Coach, nor Footman behind it. | 
Bon. But they threaten to go to another Inn to- 


ight. 
TY A 4 Cher.. 


off 5 % e for fare oe, | 
t Werten 1 em. e wy, CO 
thkye's the London Code h arri * = 


Eater al P. with Tanks; 3 1 
Kurgz, 815 and croſs the Stage. - Fe. 10 


Bon. Welcome, Ladies. 13 
Cher. Very welcome, Gentlemen. — Chamberlain, 
ſkew the Lion and the Roſe. f Exit with the Company. "oj 


7" Aimwells gr c Riding Habit, Archer as 71 | 2 


nan; carr ing a Po: tmauteau. 


1 This way, this way, Gentlemen 

Aim. Set down the thi ungs 3 go to the . and [{c: 
my Hories well rubb'd. aas 

Arch. I ſhall, Sir. 

An. You're my Landlord, I ſuppoſe? 3 

Bon. Yes, Sir, Fm old ill. Bonniface, pretty well 
known upon this Road, as the Saying is. = . 


Aim. O! Mr. Banks ace, your Servant. . 
Bon. O, Sir——— What will your Honour pleaſe to 


drink, as the Saying i is. 7 
you Town of Litchfield "much 


Aim. I have heard 
fam'd for Ale, 1 3 PH taſte that. 

Ban. Sir, I have now in Cellar ten Fun of 98 
beſt Ale in Stafördſbire; 'tis ſmooth as Oil, ſweet as 
Millæ, clear as Amber, and ſtrong as Brandy; and will 
be jult fourteen Year old the filth 9 of next March, 
Old Stile. 

Aim. You're very exact, I find, in the Age © of vor 
Ale. 

Bon. As punctual, Sir, as I am in the Age of my 
Children: Fu ew you ſuch Ale Here, Taper, 


'broach Number 1706, as the Saying is; Sir, you 


Mall taſte my Anno Domini I have liv'd in Litch- 

field, Man and Boy, above eight and fifty Years, and, 

$3 believe, have not conſum'd eight and fifty Ounces of 
cat. 


tt 


. 


well 


e to 


* 
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Ain. At à Meal, you mean, if one may gueſs your 
enſe by your Bulk. 2 


o 


Bon. Not in my Life, Sir. I have fed purely upon 
le; I have eat my Ale; drank my Ale, and I always 
7 P * . 
j C Enter Tapſter with a Bottle and Glaſs. 


ow, Sir, you ſhall ſee, [ F://ing it out] your Wor- 
ip's Health# Ha! delicious, delicious, fancy it 
Furgundy, only fancy it, and 'tis worth ten Shillings a 

Uart. | | 0 | 
Ain. [Drinks] Tis confounded ſtrong. : 
Bon. Strong! It muſt be fo, or how thould we be 
Krong that drink it? 
Aim. And have you liv'd fo long upon this Ale, 
ZTandlord ? | 
= Bon. Eight and fifty Years, upon my Credit, Sir; but 
X kill'd my Wife, poor Woman, as the Saying is. 
Ain. How came that to paſs ? 15 
Bon. I don't know how, Sir; ſhe would not let the 
Ale take its natural Courſe, Sir; ſhe was for qualifying 
every now and then with a Dram, as the Saying is; 
ind an honeſt Gentleman that came this way from 
elaud, made her a Preſent of a dozen Bottles of Uſ- 
Equebaugh but the poor Woman was never well 
ier: But howe'er, I was oblig'd to the Gentleman, 

Aim. Why, was it the Uſquebaugh that Kill'd her? 
Ben. My Lady Bountiful ſaid ſo She, good Lady, 
d what could be done; ſhe cur'd her of three Tym- 
nies, but ther fourth carried her off; but ſhe's happy, 
a I'm contented, as the Saying is. 
Ain. Who's that Lady Bountiful, you mention d? 
Ben. Ods my. Life, Sir, we'll drink her. Health. 
F. My Lady Bountifzl is one of che beſt of Wo- 
en: Her lat Huſband, Sir Char/es Bountiful, lere | 
ZForth, a thouſand Pound; a Vear; and, I believe, the 
285 out one half on't in charitable Uſes for the gagd |, 
W her Neighbours ; ſhe cures Rheumatiſms, Ruptures, 
ad broken Shins in Men; Green Sickneſs, Obſtruc- * 

> 4 tions, 
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tions, and Fits of the Mother in Women —T be 1 9 


King's Evil, Chin-Cough, and Chilblains in Children 


In ſhort, ſhe has cured more People in and about Lic, 


feld within ten Years, than the rs have Kill'd in 
twenty, and that's a bold Word. I 
Aim. Has the Lady been any other way uſeful in her 


Generation ?- | / 


Ben. Yes, Sir, ſhe has a Daughter by Sir Charles, the 


n 4 N 
N 0 5 
1 4 
* H 
OE» 
r 
: . 
1 ot * F 


"% 

15 
4 
17 


fineſt Woman in all our Country, and the greateſt Fo. 


tune: She has a Son too, by her firſt Huſband, Squire 


4 


Sullen, who marry'd a fine Lady from. Landon t other 


Day; if you pleaſe, Sir, we'll drink his Health, It 


Aim. What fort of a Man is he? 
Bon. Why, Sir, the Man's well enough; ſays little, 


thinks leſs, and does — nothing at all, faith: But he. 


a Man of Great Eſtate, and values no body. 
Aim. A Sportſman, I ſuppoſe. 


k 
1 
45; 


Bon. Yes, Sir, he's a Man of Pleaſure ; he plays a4 
Whiſk and ſmoaks his Pipe eight and forty Hours tog. 


ther ſometimes. 


% A fipe Sportſman, tray! And marry'd, yo 4 
>. \ 


* 
Bon. Ay, and to a curious Woman, Sir— But he' 


a le wants it here, Sir. 
[ Pointing to his Forehead, 


Aim. He has it there, you mean. 
Bon. Fhat's none of my Buſineſs ;- he's my Landlord, 
and ſo a Man, Fo know, wou'd not But I'cod, 


he's ng better than Sir, my humble Service to you, 
Drin. ] Tho*'T value not a Farthing what he can da 
to me, I pay him his Rent at Quarter -day ; I have 
good Running Trade; I have but one Daughter, and 
1 can give her=—But no matter for that. p 


Aim. You're very happy, Mr. Boniface; pray What | 


other Company have you in Town? 


Box, A power of fine Ladies; and then we have the 


French Officers: | 
Aim. O that's right, you have a 


* 


— 


thoſe Gentlemen; Pray, how do you le their Com- 
* 119 Fol 


r 


d many of 


Ki 


* 
* 
= 


x 
. 
340 


— 
— 


* The BEAUX*STRATAGEM. 9 


Te Bes. So well, as the Saying is, that I cou'd wiſh we 
dren had as many more of em; they're full of Money, and 
Litch pay double for every thiftg they have; they know, Sir, 
Id in , that we paid good round Taxes for the taking ot em, 
A * | and ſo they are willing to reimburſe us a little; one of 
in her 


em lodges in my-Houle. 
4, the 4 ys x Enter Archer. 


Foo fel. | Landlord, there are ſome French Gentlemen 
Ae below, that aſk for you. 
nr Bon. I'll wait on em Does your Maſter ſtay 
1 long in Town, as the Saying is? [To Archer, 
lite Arch. I can't tell, as the Saying is. 
2 Bon. Come from London? 
at ne Arch. No! 
Bon. . to London, may hap? 
Þ Arch. No | 
Bon. An odd Fellow this: I beg your Worſhip's 
Pardon, I'll wait on you in half a Minute, [ Exit. 


Aim. The Coaſt's clear, I ſee 
Archer, welcome to Litchfield. 

Arch. I thank thee, my dear Brother in Iniquity. 

Aim. Iniquity ! prithee, leave Canting; you need 
not change your Stile with-your Dreſs. 

Arch. Don't miſtake me, Aimabell, for tis ſtill my 
Maxim, that there's no Scandal like Rags, nor any 
Crime ſo ſhameful as Poverty. 

Aim. The World confeſſes it every day in its Pra- 
ctice, tho' Men won't own it for their Opinion: Who 
did that worthy Lord, my Brother, fingle out of the 
Side-box toſup with him Fother Night? 

Arch. Fack Handicraft, a handiome, well dreſv'd, 
mannerly, ſharping Rogue, who keeps the beſt Com- 
pany in Town. 

Aim. Right: and, pray, who marry'd my Lady 
Manſlaughter other day, the great Fortune ? 

- Hreh. Why, Nick Marrabone, a profeſs'd Pick: 
2 and a good Bowler; but he makes a hand- 
0 


me Figure, and rides in his Coach that he formerly 
uſed to ride behind. 


Now, my dear 


Aim 
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Aim. But did you obſerve poor Fack Generous in the 
Park laſt Week ? | 43 PA: 

Arch. Yes, with his Autumnal Perriwig, ſhading 
his melancholy Face, his Coat older than any thing 
but its Faſhion, with one Hand idle in his Pocket, and 
with the other picking his uſeleſs Teeth ; and tho' the 
Mall was crouded with company, yet was poor Fack 
as ſingle and ſolitary as a Lion in a Deſart. 

Aim. And as much avoided, for no Crime apon 
Earth but the want of Money. x.. 

Arch. And that's enough; Men muſt not be poor: 
Idleneſs is the Root of all Evil; the World's wide e- 
- nough, let 'em buſtle: Fortune has taken the Weak un- 
der her Protection, but Men of Senſe are left to their 
Induſtry. 

Aim. Upon which Topics we proceed; and, I think, 
luckily hitherto: Wou'd not any Man ſwear now, that 
Iam a Man of Quality, and you my Servant, when if 
our intrinſick Value were known | 

Arch. Come, come, we are the Men of intrinſick 
Value, who can ſtrike our Fortunes out of our ſelves, 
whoſz Worth is independent of Accidents in Life, or 
Revolutions in Government: we have Heads to get 
Money, and Hearts to ſpend it. 

Aim. Asto our Hearts, I grant ye, they are as wil- 
ling Tits as any within twenty Degrees; but I can 
have no great Opinion of our Heads trom the Service 
they have done us hitherto, unleſs it be that they brought 
us from London hither to Litchfield, made me a Lord, 
and you my Servant. | # 

Arch. That's more than you could expect already. 
But what Money have we left? - | 5 

Aim. But two hundred Pound. \ 

Arch. And our Horſes, Cloaths, Rings, &c. why, 
we have very good Foxtunes now. for moderate Pco- 
ple; and let me tell you, that this two hundred Pound, 
with the Experience that we are now Maſters of, is a 
better Eſtate than the ten thouſand we have | ſpent. 
Our Friends indeed began to ſuſpe& that our 
Pockets were low, but we came off with flying Co- 
MY 1 rare ous > of loure, 


* 


De BEAUX STRATAGEM. II 
Pure, bew d no e. of Want ger in Word Dot 


Deed. ,. 


ng Ain. Ay, and our ing to Braſo/agyes 2 good pre- 
2. It pear 4 for our x goin diſappearing; and, I warrant 
nd ou, our Friends imagine that we are gone a volunteering. 
he Areb. Why, faithifthis Proje& falls it muſt e en come 
ck b p that. I am for Venturing one of the Hundreds, if you 

Will, upon this Knight-Errantry ; but in caſe it ſhould 
on 


Eil, we Il reſerve the other to carry us to ſome Counter - 
carp, where we may die as weliv'd, in a Blaze. 


or: Aim. With all my heart; and we have liv'd juſtly, 
e- Archer; we can't ſay that we have ſpent out F ortunes, 
n- put that we have enjoy dem. 
cir Ab. t ſo much Pleaſure for ſo much Money; 
ve have had our Penny-worths ; and had I Millions, I 
le, $vould go to the ſame Market again. O London, London ! 
1at vell, we haye had our ſhare, and let us be thankful: Paſt 
if Pleaſures, for aught I know; are paſt, ſuch we are ture 
df; thoſe to come may diſappoint us. 
ck Aim. It has often griev'd the Heart of me, to ſee how 
es, ome. inhuman Wretches murder their kind Fortunes ; 
or hoſe that by ſacrificing all to one Appetite, ſhall ſtarve 
get ill the reſt—You ſhall have ſome that live only in their 
— _|\Falates, and in their Senſe of Taſting ſhall drown the o- 
il- ber four. Others are only Epicures in A pearance, ſuch 
an | ho ſhall ſtarve their Nights to make a Mi ure a Days, 
ice Ind famiſh their own to the Eyes of ar ce ers: A con- 
ht gary fort conſine their Pleaſures to the Dark, and con- 
d, ct cheir ſpaciqus Acres to the Circuit of a Muff- ring 
| 4 Ach. Right; but they find the Iadies in that Spot 
ly. | here they conſume em, and, I think, your kind Keepers 
| =Sremuciithe beſt on't; for they 1 the moſt Senſes 
\ il one Expence, there's the . earing, and Feel- 
ms 31 gratified ; and ſome Philoſophers will tell 
au, that ſuch a Commerce, their ariſes a fixth 


——— 


Wiſe, that gives infinitely more Pleaſure than the other 
put together. 

35 n. And to jo to the other Extremity, of all 
1 f Keepers, I think thoſe the worſt that keep their Money. 


Arch. 


* | 
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- Arch. Theſearethe moſt miſerable Wights in Being 
they deſtroy the Rights of Nature, and diſappoint the „ 
Bleſſings of Providence: Give me a Man that keeps b th 
—_ Senſes keen and bright as his Sword, that has em 
oy ys drawn out in their juſt Order and Strength, with 
eaſon, as Commander at the Head of em; that de- F 
taches em by turns upon whatever Party of Pleaſure a. 7 
ory bly offers, and commands em to retreat upon the 
: Appearance of Diſadvantage, or Danger.— F ory | 
my part, I can ſtick to my Bottle, while my Wine, my r 
Company, and my Reaſon holds good: I can be charmd J 
with * s Singing, without falling. in love with her * 
Face: I love Hunting, but would not, like Aeon, be 
eaten up by my own Pogs : I love a fine Houſe, but le. 
another keep. it; and juſt ſo-I love a fine Woman. 
Aim. In that laſt Particular you have the better of me 
Arch. Ay, you're ſuch an amorous Puppy, that In 
afraid you'll {poil our Sport: you can't counterfeit tue 
Paſſion without feeling it. 1 
Ain. Tho' the whining part be out of doors in Tou 
tis ſtill; in force with the Country Ladies: And le fg 
me tell you, Fan, the Fool in that Paſſion ſhall out 
do the Knave at any time. 
Arch. Well, I won't diſpute it now; you conn 
for the Day, and ſo I ſubmit: At — 2 
you know, I am to be Maſter. 4 11 
Aim. And at Lincoln, I again. 
Arch. Then at Norwich I mount, which, I tink 'N 
ſhall be our laſt Stage ; for, if we fail there, we'll em 14 
bark for Ho/lazd, — to Venus and welcome Mar: * 
Aim. A Match ! [Enter Boniface.] Mum. 4 7 
: Bon. os will your Worſhip pleaſe to have 1 E 
0 | 5 
* What have you got? =_ 
Bon. Sir, we have a delicate pice of Beef in al 4 * 
Pot, and a Pig at the Fire. 
Aim. Good 18 I muſt confels : 
can't eat Beef, Landlord. 
Arch. And I hate Pig. 


1 1 
4 0 
3 — 2 
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Aim. Hold your prating, Sirrak ? Do you know who 
' you are ? : [Afae. 

t the Bon. Pleaſe to befpeak ſomething elſe ; I have every 

thing in the Houſe. * | | 

An. Have you any Veal? 

d. Ben. Veal, Sir! we had a delicate Loin of Veal on 

ae Wdne/da laſt. 

re 2 i, Hlare you got any Fiſh or Wild-fowl? 

n the For. As for Fiſh, truly Sir, we are an inland Town, 


— For ind indifferently provided. with Fiſh, that's the truth 
» 1 bn't; but then for Wild- fowI ! We have a deli- 
* tate N of Rabbets.. 

b. 4im. Get me the Rabbets fricaſſeed. 
ny Ve. Fricaſſeed! Lard, Sir, they'll eat much better 
13 "WTmother'd with Onions. 


+ Arch. Pſhaw ! Rot your Onions. 
7, 8 Ain. Again, Sirrab ! —Well, Landlord, what you 


your Houſe is fo full of Strangers, that I believe it may 
3 be ſafer in your Cuſtody than mine; for when this Fel- 
0" WF low: of mine gets drunk, he minds nothing !=— Here, 

1 & Sirrah, reach me the ſtrong Box. 
da Arch. Yes, Sir, —-this will give us Reputation. 
1 Brings the Box. 


1 Lid. 
mand = Aim Here, Landlord; the 1a ſealed down both 


for your Security and mine; . it. holds ſomewhat above 
Two hundred Pound; if you doubt it, I'll count it to 
ink Nou after Supper: but be ſure you lay it where I may 
fl - have it at a Minute's warning; for my Affairs are a little 
Mari dubious at preſent ; perhaps I may be gone in half an 
Four, perhaps I may be your Guek till the beſt part of 
that be ſpent; and pray order your Oſtler to keep m 


* 
HForſes ready ſaddled: But one thing above the reſt I 


muſt beg, that you would let this Fellow haye none of 
in th! 


a 


= your Anno Domini, as you call it; ——for he's the 
== moſt inſufferable Sot———Here, Sirrah,. light me to 


== Arch. Yes, Sir! [Exit,. lighted.by Archer. 
be. Ban. Cherry, Dayghter Cherry. | 


* 


Enter 


pleaſe; but hold, I have a ſmall Charge of Money, and 


wo wes Fs - 0 


_ wh r „ _ _ __—_— xcX=EERRT TE, 
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Enter Cherry. 


Cher. D'ye call, Father? | . 
Bon. Ay, Child, you muſt lay by this Box for th, 10 
Gentleman; tis full of Money. © 4 
Cher. Money! all that Money ! why ſure, Fathe: be 
the Gentleman comes to be choſen Parliament- man 
Who. is he? 28 
Bon. I don't know what to make of him: he talks d L 
keeping his Horſes ready ſaddled, and of going perhay; im 
at a minute's warning, or of ſtaying perhaps till the bet ſh 
part of this be ſpent, | | = 
Cher. Ay! ten to one, Father, he's a Highway-man, 
Bon. A Highway-man ! upon my Life, Girl, you have W 
hit it, and this Box is ſome new-purchaſed Booty — di 
Now, could we find him out, the Money were ours, 
- Cher. He don't belong to our Gang. 
Bon. What Horſes have they? 
Cher. The Maſter rides upon a Black. I 
Bon. A Black ! ten to one the Man upon the black 
Mare; and ſince he don't belong to our Fraternity, we it 
may betray him with a ſafe Conſcience ; I don't think 
it lawful to harbour any Rogues but my own. Look'e, 
Child, as the Saying is, we muſt go cunningly to work; 
Proofs we muſt have; the Gentleman's Servant loves 1 
Drink, Pll ply him that way; and ten to one he loves 
a Wench, you muſt work him t'other way, | 1 
l Cher: Father, would you have me give my Secret ſor 
| is ? 4 i ' 79 : N 
Bon. Conſider, Child, there's Twe hundred Pound 7 
to boot. [Ringing without.} Coming, coming. I 
Child, mind your Buſineſs. - bh: 
Cher, What a Rogue is my Father! my Father! 1 ** 
deny it. —— My Mother was a good, generous, free- | 
hearted Woman, and I can't tell how far ker Good- na- 
ture might have extended ſor the goad of her Children. © 
This Landlord of mine, for I think I can call kim no 
more, would betray his Gueſt, and debauch his Daugh- 
ter into the bargain—by a Footman too ! 9 


Enter 
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Enter Archer. 


Arch. What Footman, pray, Miſtreſs, is ſo happy as 
for th, 80 be the Subject of your Contemplation 7 ? 
Cher. Whoever he is, Friend, he'lF be but little the 
ather, | bro for't. 
-man, *# Arch. I hope ſo, for Pm ſure, you did not think of me. 
© > Cher. Suppoſe I had? 
lks cl. Arch. Why then you're but even with me; for the 
rhaps! FR I came in, I was conkdering i in what manner 1 
Ee bal ould make Love to you. 
£ *F Cher. Love to me, Friend! 
Arch," Ves, Chilc | 
Cher. Child! | Manners: If you kept a little more 
* Idiſtance, Friend, it would become you much better. 
= Ac. Diſtance ! [ good-ni ht, Saucebox. - [Going 
n Cher A pretty Fellow; like his Pride. Sir, 
pray, Sir, you ſee, Sir, TArcher returns) | have the Cre 
dit to be intruſted with your Maſter's Fortune here, which 
lack ; bak me 'a- fegree/above'&F gotmart ; | hope, Sir; Fol 


_ .. 


, wel n't affronted. 
hink | 7 Þ Arch. Let me look you fall in the Face, nd u tell 
nie. you whether you can affront me or no——Sdeath 
51k ; Child, you have a pair of e Byes, and your don. 1 
oves 3 know what to do With em | 
oves Cher. Why, Sir, don't I ſee every body. 2 

i Arch.” Ay, but if ſome Women had 'em, they wou'd 
- for kill every body. Prithee'inftru& me, I wov'd fain 
A make Love to you, but I don't know what to fa. 
4 . Cher. Why, ad 8 never make Love to any body 

before? 

= Arch. Never to a Perſon of your Pixie, I can aflure 
vou, Madam; my Addreſſes have been always confined 


ſto People within my own Sphere: I never aſpir'd ſo 
1 n before. * 


man. 
| have | 
— — 


IS, 


[Archer /ings. 
But you look fo bright, © ö 6 
And are dreſid þ Gabe, 9 
* That a Man Wau 'd fevear you're right, 


As Arm cas er laid over. 


CL TE ooo oa Ft 


2&4 # —" ue — wa wa” 


(Kiſſer her. 


too, to have ſtung you for your Impudence. 


What's your Name, Sir ? 


* 


that has done the Bufineſs much better. 


Arch. In St. Martin's Pariſh. 
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Such an Air, 
TD freely wear 1M 
To enſnare = 
As mates each Gueſt a Lover: 31 
» Since then, my Dear, Tn your Gueſ?, 
Prithee give me of the beſt ; 
Of what is ready dreſt: =P 
Since then my Dear, &c. 2 4 . 


Cher. What can I think of this Man? [Afde.] Wil 
you give 5 that Song, Sir? 
Arch. my Dear;. take it while it is warn 1 
Jen and Fire! her Lips are Honey- comb 1 . 


5 1 — ; 4 
5 


ber. And I wiſh there had been a Swarm of Bee, 4% 0 
Arch. There's a Swarm of Cupids, my little Veni, 3 
Cher. This Fellow is miſbegotten as well as 1146418 | 72 | 
Arch. Name! Tad I have forgot it, cl.] Ol. . " 


tin. 


Cher. Where were your born? 


Cher. What was your Father? 
2 3 = Martin's Pariſh. 
er en Frien -night. 

Arch. I hope not 9 
Cher, You may depend upon't. +-=IP 
Arch. Upon what? * 
Cher. That vou. "re very impudent. 
Arch. That you're very handſome. | 
Cher. That you're a Footman. 
Arch. That you're an Angel. 

Cher. I ſhall be rude. 

Arch. So ſhall I. 

Cher. Let go my Hand. 

Arch. Give me a Kiſs. 

LX. fe bor Boniface calls evithout, Cherry, chem 


Cher I | 


* 
« 
. 
©» 
N 


3.24 
oo. 

. 1 

4 # 

* 

4 

. 

» 


4 
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L © Cher. Im My Father calls; you plaguy Devil, 
how durſt you ſtop my Breath ſo? —— Offer to follow 


me one ſtep if you dare. 

Arch. A fair Challenge, by this Light; this is a 
"Ptetty fair Opening of an Adventure; but we are Knight- 
ZEtrants, and ſo Fortune be our Guide, I TExit. 


The Env of the FIRST ACT, 


win _ 
VR £9 < p & 
FT 
ht 
* = 
Yarn ol ACT II 
9 


4 . 

„ 3 
mbs 8 
w * * * 

3 


Bee ge EME, A Gallery in Lady Bountiful's 
7 | 
nut J Houſe. 
Fae.) 2 Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda, meeting. 
Vor. Orrow/, my dear Siſter; are you for Church 
Ob this Morning? 


Mrs. Sul. Any where to pray; for Heaven alone can 
help me: But IL think, Dorinda, there's no Form of 
Prayer in the Liturgy againſt bad Huſbands. 

Dor. But there's a Form of Law at Doctor Commons; 
5 7 ' ad I {wear, Siſter Sullen, rather than ſee you thus con- 
tinually diſcontented, I would adviſe you to apply to 
that: For, befides the part that I bear in your vexatious 
Broils, as being Siſter to the Huſband, and Friend to the 
PWiſe, your Examples 7 2 me ſuch an Impreſſion of 
Matrimony, that I ſhall be apt to condemn my Perſon 
to a long Vacation all its Life—But ſuppoſing, Madam, 
hat you brought it to a Cale of Separation, what can 
ou urge againſt your Huſband ? My Brother is, firſt, 
the moſt conſtant Man alive. 

i Mrs. Sul. The moſt conſtant Huſband, I grant ye. 
Der. He never ſleeps from you. | 

Mrs. Sal. No, he always ſleeps with me. 

Dor. He allows you a Maintenance ſuitable to your 


lity. 
* Mrs. Su. 


Is 'TheBEAUX STRATAC EM. 
Mrs. Sul. A Maintenance ! do you take me, Madam 
for an Hoſpital Child, that I muſt fit down, and ble 
- BenefaQors for Meat, Drink, and Clothes? A: |F5& 
e it, Madam, I brought your Brother Ten thouſand ths 
Pounds, out of which I might expect ſome pretty thing: 
called Pleaſures, 

Dor, You ſhare i in all the Pleaſures that the Count; In 
affords. Co 
ts Mrs. Sul. Country Pleaſures! Racks and Torment 8 
Doſt think, Child, that my Limbs are made for leaping ki 
of Ditches, and clambring over Styles; or that my Pali 
rents, wiſely foreſeeing my future Happineſs in Country xt 
Pleaſures, had early inſtructed me in the rural Accompliſt. 
ments of drinking fat Ale,playing at Whiſk,and {moak-i 7 
ing Tobacco with my Huſtand; or of ſpreading of Plai-Y iet 
ſters, brewing of Diet-drinks and ſtilling of Roſemary-wa-W1 Þ 
ter, with the good old Gentlewcman my Motherein-lan | 

Dor. I'm torry, Madam, that it is not more in ourſ 
E to divert you; I cou'd wiſti, indeed, that our 
Entertainments were a little more pelite, or your 'F aden 
little leſs refin'd : But pray, Madam, how came the Poets 
and Philoſophers, that labour'd ſo much in hunting after 
Pleaſure, to place it at laſt in a Country Life? Y 

Mrs. Su}. Becauſe they wanted Money, Child, to find 5 
out the Pleaſures of the Town: Did you ever hear of 2 
Poet or Philoſopher worth Ten thouſand Pound? If you 
can ſhew me ſuch a Man, il lay you fifty Pound, you'll 
ind him ſomewhere within the Weekly Bills. Not that I 
diſapprove rural Pleaſures as the Poets have painted then 
in their Landſchapes ; every Phillis has her Corydon, every i 
murmuring Stream, and every flowing Mead gives fell 
Alarms to Love. Beſides, you'll find, that their 
Couples were never marry'd But yonder, I ſee 
my Corydon, and a ſweet Swain it is, Heaven knows 

Come, Dorinda, don't be angry, he's my Huſband, and 
your Brother, and between . is he not a ſad Brute 

Dor. I have nothing to ſay to your part of him; 

vou re the beſt Judge. 
Mrs. $1. O Siſter, Siſter! if ever you marry, beware 
of a ſullen, bent Sot, one that's always —— _ 
. Ine 


— 


; = 


— 
Po 


4 
* 


* 
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„ here's ſome Diverſion in a talking Block- 
dam „and fince a Woman muſt wear Chains, I wou'd 
| ble We the Pleaſure of hearing em rattle a little.—Now 
A ſhall ſee; but take this by the way, He came home 
{an Morning at his uſual Hour of Four, waken'd me out 
ung, a ſweet Dream of ſomething elſe, by tumbling over 
the Teca-Table, which he broke all to pieces; after his 
and, Man and he had rowl'd about the Room, like fick Paſ- 
gers in a Storm, he comes flounce into Bed, dead as 
ct: Salmon into a Fiſhmonger's Baſket ; his Feet cold as Ice, 
Ping, sBreath hot as aFurnace,and his Hands and his Face as 
Fa afy as a Flannel Night-Cap---Oh Matrimony ! Ma- 
anti) gmony! He toſſes up the Cloaths with a barbarous 
us Ping over his Shoulders, diſorders the whole Oecono- 
oak. y of my Bed, leaves me half naked, and my whole 
ight's Comfort is the tuneable Serenade of that wake- 
„Nightingale, his Noſe O the Pleafure of count- 
av ol g the melancholy Clock by a ſnoaring Huſband !—. 
: 0 ut now, Siſter, you ſhall ſee how handſomely, being 
t os a well-bred Man, he will beg my Pardon. 


Poets 5 Enter Sullen. 


Sal. My Head akes conſumedly. 

final Mrs. Su/. Will you be pleaſed, my Dear, todrink Tea 
of 14 1th us this Morning? it may do your Head good. 
"you — Sul. No. a | F | ks . 
ou'1l 8 Der. Coffee, Brother? | 
hem Mrs. Sal. Will you pleaſe to dreſs, and go to Church 

Piith me? the Air may help you. j 4-5 
Sul. Scrub! | 


155 0 Enter Scrub. 

Sbst. 

an! BY Sal. What Day oth* Week is this? | 

nd Serub: Sunday, wrt pleaſe your Worſhip. © 

anc Sul. Sunday / bring me a Dram; and,'d'ye hear? ſet 
out the Veniton-Paſty, and a Tankard of ſtrong Beer 

e upon the Hall-T able, I'll go to Breakfaſt, [Goirg. 


or, 


— HS 


—_ 
4 
4 
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Dor. Stay, ſtay, Brother, you ſha'n't get off ſo; 1% L 


were very naught laſt Night, and muſt make your Wie 

Reparation; come, come, Brother, won't you aſk Par. 

don ? WE 
Sul. For what? 

Dor. For being druak laſt night. 
Sul. I can afford it, can't I? 
Mrs. Sul. But I can't, Sir? | 
Sul. Then you may let it alone. g 

. Mrs. Sal. But I muſt tell you, Sir, that this is not 

to be born. | 


{ 


1 
a 
* * 
% 1 
* o 
_—_— 4 
. 
2 * 
_— 


Sul. I'm glad on't. | = 

Mrs. Sul. What is the reaſon, Sir, that you uſe me 
thus inhumanly ? b 

Sul. Scrub! E- 


Scrub. Sir! | x: 
Sal. Get things ready to ſhave my Head, {Exit Man 
Mrs. Sul. Have a care of coming near his Temples, WR : 
Scrub, for fear you meet ſomething there that may turn 
the Edge of your Razor. [ Exit Scrub. ] Inveterate Stu- 
pidity ! Did you ever know ſo hard, ſo obſtinate a Spleen i 
as his? O Sitter, Siſter ! I ſhall never ha' good of the 
Beaſt till I get him to Town; London, dear London is 
the place for managing and breaking a Huſband. $ 
Dor. And has not a Huſband the ſame Opportunities 
there for humbling a Wife? 3 
Mrs. Sul. No, no, Child, 'tis a ſtanding Maxim in 
eonjugal Diſcipline, that when a Man wou'd enſlave his 
Wife, he hurries her into the Country; and when a Lady 
would be arbi with her Huſband, ſhe wheedles wy. 
her Booby up to 'Town-—— A Man dare not play the i. 
Tyrant in London, becauſe there are ſo many Examples 
to encourage the Subject to rebel. O Dorinda, Dorinda 
a fine Woman may do any thing in London; O' my Con- 
ſcience, ſhe may raiſe an Army of forty thouſand Men. | 
Dor. I fancy, Siſter, you have a Mind to be trying 
your Power that way here in Litchfield; you have drawn 
the French Count to your Colours already. H 
Mrs, Ful. The French are a People that can't live 
without their Gallantries. | | 


—U— — ad ro — OO — — ef! awd — — —ͥ— 
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Dor. And ſome Eng liſb that I know, Siſter, are not 
e to ſuch Amuſements. 
Urs. Sul. Well, Siſter, ſince the Truth muſt out, it may 
Jo 7 $ L well now as hereafter; I think, one way to rouze 
lethargick, ſottiſh Huſband, is to give him a Rival; 
Security begets Negligence in all 2 and Men muſt 
4 Fern to make em alert in their Duty: Women are 
e Pictures, of no value in the hands of a Fool, till 
Thears Men of Senſe bid high for the Purchaſe. 
s nor Dor. This might do, Siſter, if my Brother's Under- 
inding were to be convinc'd into a Paſſion for you ; 
| 1 . I believe, there's a natural Averfion of his ſide, 
l fancy, Siſter, that you don't come much behind 
In, if you dealt fairly. 
rs. $41 I own it; we are united Contradictions, Fire 
-..:, Water. But I .cou'd be contented, with a great 
* F any other Wives, to humour the cenſorious Vu gar, 
les, Band give the World an Appearance of living well with 
= 2 5 K uſband, cou d I bring him but to diſſemble a little 
"= 3 indneſs to keep me in countenance. _ 
| the Dor. But how do you know, Siſter, but that inſtead 
i rouzing your Huſband by this Artifice to a counter - 
| Wit Kindneſs, he ſhow'd awake in a real Fury? 
Mrs. Sul. Let him: If I can't entice him to the 
he; I wou'd provoke him to the other. 
Dor. But how muſt I behave myſelf between ye? 
4 Mrs, Sal. You muſt aſſiſt me. 
2 Dor. What, again my own Brother? | 
Mrs. Sal. He's but half a Brother, and I'm 1 
Friend: If I go a Step beyond the Bounds of Honour, 
Wave me; till then, I ex 27 you ſhou'd go along with 
e in every thing; while I truſt my Honour in your 
Wands, you may truſt your Brother's in mine — The 
Pount is to dine here to-day. 
Dor. "Tis a ſtrange thing, Siſter, that 1 can't like 
hat Man, 3 
Mrs. Sal. You like noting, your time is not come: 
ove and Death have their Fatalities, and ſtrike home 
ne time or other : —— You'll Pay for all one Day, I 
e Warrant 
121 * 
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warrant ye——But come, my Laar“ 5 a is ready, ard Eye 
tis almoſt Church- time. 5 | *[Exceunt, — | 


80 EM E, The Inn. 


0 
Enter Aimwell def d, and Archer. 4u 5 

Aim. \ was ſhe the Daughter of the Houſe? 4 
Arch. The Landlord is ſo blind as to think ſo; but! de 
t 


dare ſwear ſhe-has better Blood in her Veins. 


Aim. Why Re Fogg fo? an | ® < He 
Arc a pert 7 e-ne-ſgay-quwi, A 
treads Plays, 1 7 1 nkey, and ln , ort 
Yapours = 4 
Aim. By which Diſcoveries, I gueſs that you non 4. 
more of her. 14 
Arch. Not yet, faith; the Lady gives herſelf Ain A; 
forſooth, nothing under a Gentleman. 14 
Aim. Let me take her in hand. 0 


Arch. Say one word more o' that, and I'll declare m 
ſelf, ſpoil your Sport there, and every where elſe; 100 3 
ye, Aimmwell, every Man in his own Sphere. 4 
Aim. Right; and therefore you muſt pimp for youſ BB 
Maſter. F 
Arch. In the uſual Forms, good Sir, ater I have ſer 
myſelf——But to our Buſinefs——Y ou are ſo well dreſ d 
Tom, and make ſo handſome a Figure, that I fancy you! 
may do Execution in a Country Church; the exterio . C- 
Part ſtrikes firſt, and you're in the right to make tha pin 
Impreſſion favourable. F id 
Aim. There's ſomething in that which may turn u L 
Advantage: The Appearance of a Stranger in a County Non 
Church, draws as many Gazers as a Brin Star; 9 Nele 
ſooner he comes into the Cathedral, but a Train of Wit er: 
pers runs buzzing round the Congregation in a moment: Mou 
Who is he? Whence comes he ? Do you know him! Non. 
Then, I, Sir, tips me the Verger half a Crown; ant 
he pockets the Simony, and inducts me into the bet 
Pew in the Church: I pull out my Snuff-Box, turn m _ 
ſelf round, bow to the Biſhop, or Dean, if he be the &-: 
commanding cer ſingle out a Beauty,rivet both y Þ- 
Eyes 


* 2 
* 
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and La s to hers, ſet my Noſe a bleeding by the Strength of 


un, Iaagination, and ſhew the whole Church my Concern, 
y endeavouring to hide it - after the Sermon, the 
1 ole Town gives me to her for a Lover, and by perſua. 
Ig the Lady that Jam a dying for her, the Tables are 
n'd, and {he in good earneſt falls in love with me. 
Ach. There's nothing in this, Tor, without a Pre- 
ut! ent: but inſtead of riveting your Eyes to a Beauty, 
co fix em upon a Fortune; that's our Buſineſs at 
eſent. e | 
007 Aim. Pſhaw, no Woman can be a Beauty without a 
with rtune.— Let me alone, for a Mark's-man. 
Ach. Tom! | 
now 1 Aim. Ay. | 
Ach. When were you at Church before, pray ? 
Air Aim. Um- was there at the Coronation. 
8 4c. And how can you expect a Bleſſing by going 
Church now? 


e ml Aim.. Bleſſing ! nay, Frank, I ak but for a Wife! 

looks ; APW: [Exit, 
= 4+, Fruly, the Man is not very unreaforable in his 

vou emands. [Exit at the oppoſite Door. 


Futter Boniſace and Cherry. 


ſerv | 

ef Ben. Well, Daughter, as the Saying is, have you 

y youll ought Martin to contets ? : 

terio (e,. Pray, Father, don't put me upon getting any 

th 1 9 out of a Man; I'm but ygung, you know, Father, 
al don't underfland VV heediing. - 

rn Ben. Young! why you Jade, as the Saying is,can any 

unty oman wheedle that is not young? Your Mother was 

; m cleis at five and twenty! Wou'd vou make your Mo- 

While a W hore, and me a Cuckold, as the Saving is? I tell 

ment eu his Silence confeſſes it, and his Matter ipends his 

him loney ſo. freely, and is to muck a Gentleman every. 

own;:Fanncr of May, that he muſt be a LHighway-yian. 

e bel Enter Gibbet in a Ca 

n mf 12 2h * | "i | 

ve the Ci. Landlörd, Landlord; is the Coat clear ? 


ch Ben. O, Mr. Giodet, what's the News ? 


Eyes 1 Gib . 


hundred Sterling Pounds, na as ever hang'd or ſav 


Lady that I took it from had a Coronet upon her Hane 


on this Road? 
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Gib. No matter,aſk no Queſtions ; all fair and honour | | s 
able. Here my dear Cherry. [Gives her a Bag.) T] 


a R 3 lay *em by with reſt: And here——Thr 5 
Wedding or Mourning Rings, 'tis much the ſam 
you know——Here, two Silver-hilted Swords: I todo 
thoſe from Fellows that never ſhew any part of the! 
Swords but the Hilts: Here is a Diamond Necklaz 
which the Lady hid in the privateſt Place in the Coach 
but I found it out. This Gold Watch I took from a | 
broker's Wife; it was left in her Hands by a Perſon g = 
Quality, there's the Arms 3 3 9 
Cber. But who had you t from ? b 
Gib. Ah! r Woman ! Ip Terz Pre A 
poor Lady juſt elop'd from her Fruſband, ſhe had mal 
up her Cargo, and was bound for Pala as hard as 
cou'd Pot ; ſhe told me of her Huſband's barbaro 
Uſage. and fo faith left her half a Crown. But I haf 
* for be:! my dear Cherry, I have a Preſent for yo ; 

at ĩs't? 
4 A Pot of Ceruſe, my Child, that I took out 

dy's Under-Petticoat Pocket. 

" Cher What, Mr. Gibbet, do you think that I pain 
Gib. Why, you Jade, your Betters do; I'm ſure 1 


kerchief Here, take my Cloak, and go, ſecure ih 


Premiſſes. I 


Cher. I will ſecure em. [4 
Bon. But hearK'e, where's Hounſlow and Ba. 
Gib. They'll be here to-night. 

Bon. D'ye know of any other Gentlemen 0 ce rf 


Gib. No. . 
Bon. I fancy that I have two chat lodge in the Hol 


Juſt now. 


Gib. The Devil! How d'ye ſmoak em: Gib 
Bon. , the one is gone to Church. Arc 
Gib. To Shurch That's ſuſpicious, I muſt conſe Her 


* 
5 2. 


n 
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. And the other is now in his Maſter's Chamber: 


pretends to be Servant to the other ; we'll call him 
and pump him a little. 

"Gb. With all my heart. 

Bon. Mr. Martin! Mr. Martin! 


* = Enter Archer combing a Perriauig and ſinging. 
css. The Roads are conſumed deep; I'm as dirty as 
= Brentford at Chriſtmas A good pretty Fellow 
daun it; who's Servant are you, Friend? 

fon ! Arch. My Maſter's. 

ib. —_— 

i Arch. Really. | | 
ib. That's much——The Fellow has been at the 
r by his Evaſions. But pray, Sir, what is your 
aſter's Name:? 

Arch. Tall, all, dall; {Sings and combs the Perriauig.] 
is is the moſt obſtinate Curl 
Gib. I aſk you his Name? 
Arch. Name, Sir ;-—Tall, all, dall I never aſk'd 
m his Name in my Life. Tall, all, dall. 

Bon. What think you now ? 


oY 


1 
4 


. 


pain Gib. Plain, plain; he talks now as if he were before a 
ure u edge: But pray, Friend, which way does your Maſter 
Hand Rel? 


AY 

8 4rcb. A Horſeback. 

ib. Very well again, an old Offender right — But, 

nean, does he go upwards or downwards? 

= 4rch. Downwards, I fear, Sir! Tall, all. 

ib. I'm afraid thy Fate will be a contrary way. 
Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin, you're very arch 

his Gentleman is only travelling towards Cheer, and 

Wou'd be glad of your Company, that's al Come, 

| in, you'll ſtay to-night, I ſuppoſe ; I'll ſhew you 

hamber——Come, Captain. 

Gib. Farewell, Friend 

Arch. Captain, your Servant——Captain ! a pretty 

elow ! *Sdeath, I wonder that the Officers of the A;my 

on't conſpire to beat all Scoundrels in Red but their 


n. % 
B 2 


Enter 
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Enter Cherry. | 7 


„ Gone, and Martin here! I hope he did not liſt emb 
] wouv'd have the Merit of the Difcoverry all my ov: 
becauſe I wou'd oblige him to love me. [ Afde.] 188" 
Martin, who was that Man with my Father ? = 

Arch. Some Recruiting Serjeant, or whipp'd on 
Trooper, I ſuppoſe. . 

Cr. All's ſafe, I find. [ 40 Dt 

Arch. Come, my dear, have you conn'd over 12 
Catechize I taught you laſt Night? 
Cher. Come, queftion me. 
Arch. What is Love? > 
Cher. Love is I know not what, it comes I know : > Li 8 
how, and goes I know not when. 1 
Arch. Very well; an apt Scholar. [Chucks her ud 
the Chin.) Where does Love enter ? 

Cher. Into the Eyes. 

Arch. And where go out? 

Cher, I won't tell you. 

Arch. What are the Ohjects of that Paſſion ? 

Cher. Youth, Beauty, and clean Linnen. 

Arch. The Reaſon? 

Cher. The two firk are faſhionable in Nature, 
the third at Court. 4 

Ac. That's my Dear: What are the Signs and 
kens of that Paſion: ? 

Cher. A ſtealing Look, a ſtammering Tongue, Wal 4 
improbable, Deſigns impoſſible, and Actions 1 280 Y 
cable. . * 
- Arch, That's my good Child, kiſs me. vl 
mult a Lover do to obtain his Miſtreſs ? 3 

Cher. He muſt adore the Perſon that diſdains hin, In; 


- muſt bribe the Chambermaid that betrays him, ME 
cout the Footman that laughs at him Hem * Z 
he muſ: N 

Arch. Nay, Child, I muſt whip you if 50 V]ł | Che 
mind your Leſſon; he mutt treat his 5 
Ch er. Ol ay. He muſt treat his Enemies with Reſp Pm 


bis Friends with Indifference, and all the World v 
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Car tempt; he muſt ſuffer much, and fear more; he 
at defire much, and hope little; in ſhort, he muſt 
tlic, race his Ruin, and throw himſelf away 
y __ 7 Had ever Man fo hopeful a Pupil as mine? 
} Wee, my Dear, why is Love call'd a Riddle: 
' RE. Becauſe being blind, he leads thote that fee ; 
4 0 1 | tho' a Child, he governs a Man. 
ich. Mighty | well ! And why is Love victur'd 
d? 


1 4 IF Becauſe the Painters out of r W eakneſs or 

Pr Pr ilege of their Art, cole to hide thoſe Eyes they 
d not draw. 

1 3 Arch. That's my dear little Scholar, kifs me again. -— 

1 why ſhou'd Love, that's a Child. govern a Man? 

Cher. Becauſe that a Child 1: the End of Love. 

8; ch. And 2 ends Love's Catechitm. And now, 
Dear, we'tl go in and make my Maliter's Bed. 
ber. Hold, hold, Mr. Martin. —Vou have taken 
3 Freat deal of Pains to inſtruct me, and what d'ye think 
Wave learn'd by it. 

8 /rcb. What? 
Cher. That your Diſcounſe and your Habit are Con- 
Wlicions, and it wou'd be Nonſenſe in me to believe 
u a Footman any longer. 
1 Arch. Oons, what a Witch it is? 
nd W Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in that Garb 
1 il ever tempt me; for tho' J was born to Servitude, 
hate it: Own your Condition, {wear you love 
. and then 


LOW 1 


— ul 


re, 


1 A Arch. And then we ſhall go make my Matter's Bed. 
ie,. Yes. 

ach. You muſt know then, that I am born a Gentle- 
him n; my Education was liberal, but I went to London a 
m, Ponger Brother, fell into the Hands of Sharpe rs, Who 


pt mo of my Money, my Friends difown'd me, and 
my Neceſlity brings me to what you ſee. 
Ce. Then take my Hand promiſe to marry me 
ore you ſleep, and I'll make you Maſter ob two 
Reg zouſand Pounds. 
rid Arch. How ! 


B 3 Cher, 
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Cher, Two thouſand Pound that I have this Minu 
in my own Cuſtody; ſo throw off your Livery ti 
inſtant, and T'll go find a Parſon. | "=- 
Arch. What ſaid you? a Parſon ? 
Cher. What] do you ſcruple ? 5 
Arch. Scruple ! No, no; but—two thouſand Po]: 
vou ſay? "= 
Cher. And better, 4 
Arch. Sdeath, what ſhall I do? But heark 3 
Child, what need you make me Maſter of your ſelf an 
Money, when you may have the ſame Pleaſure out q 
me, and ſtill keep your Fortune in your own Hands? 
Cher. Then you won't marry me? 1 
Arch. I wou'd marry you, but 4 
Cher. O ſweet Sir, I'm your humble Servant, you" 
fairly caught: Wou'd you perſuade me that any Gente 
man who con'd bear the Scandal of wearing a Liver 
wou'd refuſe two thouſand Pound, let the Condition 
what it wou'd——no, no, Sir,—but I hope you'll pz: 
don the Freedoms ! have taken, fince it was only to info 
my ſelf of the Reſpect that I ought to pay you. [Goin 
Arch. Fairly bit, by Jupiter — Hold, Hold, and 
have you actually two thouſand Pounds? 3 
Cher. Sir, I have my Secrets as well as you—whea 
you pleaſe to be more open, I ſhall be more free; and 
aſſur d that I have Diſcoveries that will match yours, I 
they what they will——In the mean while, be fat 
fied that no Diſcovery I make ſhall ever hurt you; bu 
beware of my Father [ Exit 
Arch. So—we're like to have as many Adventures i 
our Inn, as Don Tm had in his let me ſee— 
two thouſand Pounds! If the Wench wou'd promiſe . 
die when the Money were ſpent, l gad, one wou'd mam 
her; but the Fortune may go off in a Year or two, ani 
the Wife may live=——Lord knows how long! Theft 
an Inn-Keeper's Daughter; ay, that's the Devil 
there my Pride brings me off. 


_ 
A 


D 


T 


For whatfoe'er the Sages charge on Pride, 
The Angels Fall and twenty Faults befide ; 
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Min * Earth, Fm ſure, 'mong us of mortal Calling, 
ry thi Pride faves Man oft, and Woman too from fa % * 
8 | xit. 
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ACT Uh 


ScENneE, Lady Bountiful's Houſe, 


Enter Mrs. Sullen, and Dorinda. 


A, ha, ha, my dear Siſter, let me embrace 
thee; now we are Friends indeed; forT 


= think that I am fo weak as to fall in 
dve with a Fellow at firſt fight ? 4 

= Mrs. Sal. Pſhaw ! now ſpoil all; why ſhou'd not 
e be as free in our Fri ips as the Men? I warrant 
ou the Gentleman has got to his Confident already, has 


and A ow'd his Paſſion, toaſted your Health, call'd you ten 
„ onſand Angels, has run over your Lips, Eyes, Neck, 


"2 .WFhape, Air, and every thing, in a Deſcription that warnue 
{ati = a Mirth to a Hat Arr 3 122 
Der. Your Hand, Siſter, 'I ant well. 
Mrs. Sal. So—ſhe's Breeding already—come, Child, 
p with it—hem a little—ſo——now tell me, don't you 
like the Gentleman that we ſaw at Church juſt now? 
Der. The Man's well enough. 
Mrs Sy}. Well enough! h he not a Demi-God, a 
Nareiſſus, a Star, the Man i' the Moon? 
Dor. O Siſter, I'm extremely ill. 
Mrs. Sa“. Shall I ſend to your Mother, Child, fora a 
little of her Cephalick Plaiſter to put to the Soles of your 
Feet? or ſhall I ſend to the Gentleman for ſomething for 
you ?—— Come, unlace * Stays, unboſome Few 


0, 
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ſelf— the Man is perfectly a pretty F «low, Af ſaw hin 7 I 
when he firit came into Church. 3p 
Dor. I ſaw him too, Sitter, and with an Air t! — | 
ſhone, methought, like Rays about his Perfon. | 
Mrs. Sal. Well {aid, up with it. = 
Dor. No forward Co ver Behaviour, no Airs to fel 
him of, no ſtudied Looks, nor artful Polture,—bui 
Nature did it all | 
Mrs. Sul. Better and better —one Touch more 
come S. 
Der. But then his LookS--did you obſerve his Eye in, 
rs. Sul. Yes, Yes, I did——his yet, well, what a hi 
of his Eyes? © * £ n 
Dor. Sprightly, but not wegung: they: ſeem'd ta * 
view, but never gaz'd on any thing but me and "#4 ad 


* 


then his Looks ſo humble were, and yet ſo noblez that pred 

they aim' d to tell me that he cdu d with Pride die at my NM 

4 Feet, tho' he icorn'd. Slavery: any where ele. - 4 dn 
_ Mrs. Sul. The Phyſick works rere d'ye * D 


bnd your ſelf now, my Dear? 8 
Der. Hem ! Much better, m rDratenl®, bete comes 4 
our Mercury! [Enter Scrub} Well, Scrub, what News 2 
ol tie Gentleman ? ih 
Scrub. Madam, I have brought you a whole Pacquer i th 

of News. | 4 
Dor. Open it quickly come. | 0 

Scrub. In the ſirit place Lenquir d ho the Gentleman 
was? They told me he was a Stranger. Secondly, I aſk'd | 
what the Gentle man was? They antwer'd and ſaid, T hat 
they never {aw him before. Thirdly, I enquir 4 What Js Cc. 
Country man he was? They replicd, twas more than NI 
they knew. Fourthly, I demanded whence he came? 
Their Answer was, they cou'd not tell. And Fifthly ,| 8 
aſk'd whither he went? And they replied, they\kncw BB 
nothing of the Matter.—And this is all I cow'd learn. 
Mrs. Sul. But what do the People lay} Can't they BY 
gueſs? 1 
Scrub. Why /\ fome think he's a Spy, fome guess hes 
a Mountebank, ſome {ay one thing, ſome another; but t 
for my own part, I believe he's a 7e/acr. Fr i 
or 


2 


-f 
= I 
155 
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P 


him 


Dor. A Fefuit ! Why a Jeſuit? 


Scrub. Becauſe he keeps his Horſes always ready ſad- 


tha ed, and his Footman talks French. 

Mrs. Su“. His Footman! . 
Scrub. Ay, he and the Count's Footman were gab- 
{a ring French like two intriguing Ducks in a Mill 
- but Ind; and I believe they talk'd of me, for they 

Iagh'd conſumedly. 

— Dor. What ſort of Livery has the Footman ? 

Scrub. Livery ! Lord, Madam, I took him for a Cap- 
yes n, he's ſo bedizen'd with Lace, and then he has Tops 
What his Shoes, up to his mid-Leg, a Silver-headed Cane 

Igling at his Knuckles ——he carries his Hands in his 
d to: 499%, and walks juit ſo¶ Malls in a French Air.] 
and 2 d has a fine long Perriwig tied up in a Bag 
that Word, Madam, he's clear another fort of a Man than 1. 
my Mrs. Sal. That may eaſily be——but what ſhall we 

4 d now, Sitter ? 
d'1 RE Dor. I have it 


mo 


| Simplicity, and ſome Cunning ; the firſt hides the latter 
mes By abundance———Scrub / 

ev Scrub. Madam. | 
Dor. We have a great mind to know who this Gen- 
quet man is, only for our Satisfaction. 


* 


* 


I a dubt. 
man 'Y Dor. Von muſt go and get acquainted with his Foot- 
dan, and invite him hither to drink a Bottle of your 


"hat Me; becauſe you're Butler to-day. 
vhat Scrub. Yes, Madam, I am Butler every Sunday. 


Ca 


than 


— 


new Ine to Church, my Spouſe will be got to the Ale- 


arn. Puſe with his Scoundrels, and the Houſe will be our 
hey en ſo we drop in by accident, and aſk the Fel- 
ſome Queſtions our ſelves. In the Country, you 


-'; ow, an 3 is Company, and we're glad to 
e up with the Butler in a Country-Dance, and hap- 
it he'll do us the Faronr, 


B 5 Scrub, 


—— 


This Fellow has a World of i 


1 . . . 
Scrub. Yes, Madam, it wou'd be a Satisfaction, no 


: Mrs. SJ. O brave Siſter ! o' my Conſcience, you 
me? derſtand the Mathematicks already: Tis the beſt . 
ly ,| Pot in the World; your Mother, you know, will be. 


— — 


I ͤ ˙· —— 
— —— — —⅛ * — 7 — — 
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Scrub. Oh! Madam, you page, ooh I never refus'l 1 
your Ladyſhip the Favour in my q 1 
3 | * 


Enter Giply. 
Gip. Ladies, Dinner's upon Table. ue 
Dor. Scrub, we'll excuſe your Waiting 0% $ 9 
where we order d you. IF 


SCENE changes to the Inn. 


Enter Aimwell and Archer. 


ed; Well, Jom, I find you're a Markſman. © 
Aim. A Markſman ! who ſo blind cou'd be, as a0 
diſcern a Swan among the Ravens = ; 

Arch. Well but heark'e, A4immwell. 4 

Aim. Aimwvell ! call me Oroondates, Ceſario, Amd 
all that Romance can in a Lover paint, and then I'II an. 
ſwer. O Archer, I read her Thouſands in her Looks; 3 
ſhe look'd like Ceres in her Harveſt ; Corn, Wine and 
Oil, Milk and Honey, Gardens, Groves, and purlinſ 
Streams, play'd on her plenteous Face. 

Arch. Her Face | her Pocket, you mean; the Con 
Wine, and Oil, lies there. In ſhort, ſhe has ten thou | 
ſand Pound, that's the Englih on't. 


Him. Her Eyes 1 
Arch. Are Demi-Cannons, to be ſure; fo I wont 
ſtand their Battery. Going. 


Aim. Pray excuſe me, my Paſſion muſt have Vent. 

Arch. Paſſion ! what a plague, d'ye think theſe Ro- . 
mantick Airs will do our r Bu meſs ? > Were my Tempe 
as extravagant as yours, =y Adventures have ſomething 
more Romantick by half. 0 

Aim. Your Adventures ! 


Arch. Yes. rt 
The Nymph, that with her twice ten hundred Pound, I if 
With brazen E ngine hot, and Quoif clear farch'd, F 


Can fire the Gueſt in warming of , 


* 
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ud Where's a Touch of ſublime Milton for you, and the 
pes but an Inn-kerper's Daughter: I can play with 


irl as an Angler does with his Fiſh ; he it at 

e End of his Line, runs it up the Stream, and down 

Me Stream, till at laſt, he brings it to hand, tickles 
Go? rout, and ſo whips it into his Baſket. 

- Enter Boniface. 

Bon. Mr. Martin, as the Saying is——yonder's an 

Honeſt Fellow below, my Lady Bountiful's Butler, who 


Hegs the Honour that you wou'd go home with him 
2 q ſee his Cellar. 
= Arch. Do my Baſemains to the Gentleman, and tell 
Rim I will do my ſelf the Honour to wait on him im- 
Mnediately, as the Saying is. 
Bon. I ſhall do your w—_ Commands, as the 
bavying is. xit bowing obſequicuſly. 
radi, Aim. What do I hear? ſoft Orpheus play, and fair 
11 an--7ida fing ? 
doks, Arch. Pihaw! damn your Raptures ; I tell you here's 
e and Pump going to be put into the Veſſel, and the Ship 
urling vill get into Harbour, my Life on't. You ſay, there's 
mother Lady very handſome there. | 
Ain. Yes Faith. 
thou. Arch. Tm in Love with her already. 

Aim. Can't you give me a Bill upon Cherry in the 
mean time? Fs. 


15 Not 


4 * 

— þ- 4 
Corn, 
8 


won Arch. No, no, Friend; all her Corn, Wine, and Oil, 

Going is ingroſs'd to my Market. And once more I warn 
4 _ ou, to keep your Anchorage clear of mine; for if you 
e Ro- . 


foul on me, by this Light, you ſhall go to the bot- 


empelitom.— hat! make Prize of my little Frigate 
ething while J am upon the Cruiſe for you! [Exit. 


Enter Boniface. 


Ain. Well, well, I won't ——Landlord, have you 
my tolerable Company in the Houſe ? I don't care for 
und, ining alone. 
4, Bon. Yes, Sir, there's a Captain below, as the Saying 
2 i, that arriv'd about an Hour ago. 


"here's ' 2 


N 
[ 
| 


+ 
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Aim. Gentlemen ot his: Coat are welcome, every * 
where: Will you make him a Compliment from me, f u 
and tell him I ſhou' d be glad of his Company ? 1 
Bon. Who ſhall I tell Lim, Sir, wou' 
Aim. Ha! that Stroak was well thrown in | 
I'm only a Traveller, like himſelf, and wou'd be glad 
of his . that's all. | 4 
Bon. 1 obey your Commands, hikes Saying i is. Exil. 


Euter Archer. 


Arch. Sdeath! I had forgot: What Title will - 
give your ſelf? ; 

Aim. My Brother's, to be ſure ; he wou'd never give 
me any thing elſe, ſo I'll make bold with his Honour 
this bout. You know the. reſt of your Cue. AY 

Archos Ay, ay. | x | 


Enter Gibbet. 


+ - _— 


2 


Gib. Sir, I'm yours. 
Aim. Tis more than I deſerve, Sir, for 1 don' cknov 
ou. ; 
: Gib. Idon't wonder at that, Sir, for you never fav : 1 
me before ] hope. 1/7 1 
__ And pray, vir, how came I by the Honour of Þ ; 
you now ? | 
he's. Sir, I ſcorn to intrude upon any Gentleman— | 
but my Landlord—— ; 
Aim. O, Sir, I aſk your Pardon; you're the * 
tain he told me of. | 3 
Gib. At your Service, Sir. 
Aim. What Regiment? may I be ſo bold ? 
Gig. A marching Regiment, Sir, an old Corps. 


Aim. Very old, if your Coat be Regimental. [A. ? : 
You have ſerv'd abroad, Sir ? 1 Ks 
eib. Yes, Sir, in the Plantations ; *twas my Lot to ba © 
ſent Into the worſt Service; I wou'd have quitted if 8“ 
indeed, but a Man of Honour, you know Beſides rt 
: for the good of my Country that I ſhou'd be 4 NI 

br 


Any thing for the good of one's Count 
1 m a Roman for that. | 


Al 


* 


ib. Yes, Sir, and at White too. 
An. And where is your Company now, Captain? 
ib, They a'n't come ve. 
Ain. Why, dye expect em here? 
is. They'll be! here to-night, Sir. 
1 Aim. Which way do they march? 
4. A-croſs the Country. — The Devil's in't, ifI 
give rt ſaid enough to encourage him to declare but 
nour Im afraid he's not right; I muſt tack about. e 
b Aim. Is your Company to quarter at'Litchfield ? 
it. =X G:6b. In this Houſe, Sir. 
Aim. What! all? | 
Gib. My 9 $ but thin, **. Bas ha; we are 
three, ha, h a, ha. | 
Aim. — re merry, Sir. | 
ib. 1 Sir, you muſt excuſe me, Sir, I underſtand 


a f he World, eſpecially the Art of Travelling: I don't. 
de Hare, Sir, for anſwering Queſtions directly upon the Road 


-for I generally — with a Charge about me. 
Aim. Three or four, I believe. | [ 4/ide.. 
Gib. J am credibly inform'd that there are Highway- 
men upon this Quarter; not, Sir, that I cou'd ſuſpect 2. 
entleman of your Figure — But truly, Sir, I have 


are for ſpeaking Truth to any Man. | 

Aim. Your Caution may be neceſſary———Then 2 
preſume you're no Captain. 
1 Gib. Not I, Sir; Captain is a good travellin Name, 
and fo I take it; it ſtops a great many fooliſh E 
chat are generally made about Gentlemen that travel; it 


ok © gives a Man an Air of ſomething, and makes the Draw- 
Jed es obedient. -And thus far Tm a Captain, and no 
24 © farther. 


Aim, And pray, Sir,. what is Your! tres Profeſſion? 
1 Gib. 


got ſuch a way of Evaſion upon the Road, that I don't 


1 
4 
| 
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Gib. O, Sir, you muſt excuſe me upon my 2 
Word, Sir, I don't think it ſafe to tell N 


799 
Ez 


Aim. Ha, ha, ha, upon my word, f commend cn * 

| 8 Enter Boniface. 4 J + 
A. 

Well, Mr. Boniface, what's the News ? Bob 


Bon. There's another Gentleman below, as the Saying F; 
is, that hearing you were but two, wou'd be glad to 6 


make a third Man, if you wou'd give him leave, 7 
_ ts HO? he Ss | F 
Bon. Alergyman, as t ying is. 
Aim. A men! is he really a Clergyman ? or, is *Þ 

= only his travelling Name, as my Friend the Captain 


Bon. O, Sir, he's a Prieſt, and Chaplain to the French 
Officers in Town. | 9 
Aim. Is he a Frenchman? 8 
Bon. Yes, Sir, born at Bruſſels. 73 
Gib. A Frenchman, and a Prieſt ! I won't be ſeen in his © 
Company, Sir; I have a value for my Reputation, Sir. 
Aim. Nay, but Captain, ſince we are by our ſelves 
an he ſpeak Eng/ifb, Landlord ? $3 
Bon. Very well, Sir; you may know him, as the Say- 7 
ing is, to be a Foreigner by his Accent, and that's all. 
Aim. Then he has been in England before? 
Bon. Never, Sir; but he's a Maſter of Languages, a: 
4 ing is; he talks Latin, it does me good to hear 
im tin. jc." = 
Aim. Then you underſtand Latin, Mr. Boniface? | © 
| Bon, Not I, Sir, as the Saying is; but he talks it ſo | © 
very faſt, that I'm ſure it be good, = 1 
Aim. Pray, deſire him to walk up. = 


ol 
| 
11 
4 
e 
5 


>, 
— 

4 

* 


Bon. Here he is, as the Saying is. , 
| oo 
lf ©, Enter Foigard. | Z 
| Foig. Saave you, Gentlemens bote. VF 
| Aim. A Frenchman! Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 
g. Och, dear Joy, I am your moſt faiahful Sher- 
vant, and yours allo, 3 


ht, [A/ide.] 4 born in France, Doctor? 
ing "ty I was educated in France, but I was borned at 
" vfb: I am a Su n Joy. 


Dr, is 2 
Ytain 


on 4 Pib. Doctor, you talk very good Exglis, but you 
15 ve 2 migh wang 
_* 3 7 Engl is very well "for the vords, but we 


3 h Pronunciation ſo ſoon. 
C Aim. A Fore! es a downright Teague, by this 
= 


I 4 it is not eaſily put out of Countenance. 


I ere, Landlord, is Dinner ready? 


A SCENE changes to a Gallery in Lady Bountiful's Houſe. 
| Y Enter Archer and Scrub finging, $97 hagging one another ; 


Maſter is the Lord Viſcount Aimwe/!; he fought a — 
©; tother Day in London, wounded his Man ſo dangero 
that he thinks fit to withdraw till he hear whether 
> Gentleman's Wounds be mortal or not: He never was 
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Wreigners, you know, cannot bring our Tongues about 


© Gib. domes Kin 275 in, Sir? ſpeak. 

Fig. U n my Ytoul, Joy, I cannot tell you as yet. 

Aim. Nay, 8 that was too hard upon the 
Þotor, he's a Stran f 

Hig. O let him one, dear Joy, I am of a Nation 


Aim. Come, Gentlemen, I'Il end the Diſpute 
Bon. Upon the Table, as the Saying is. 

Aim. Gentlemen——pray—that Door 

Foig. No, no, fait, the Captain muſt lead. 

45. No, Doctor, the Chuch is our Guide. 


Gib. Ay, ay, ſo it is 
Exit / foremoſt, they follow. 


. Scrub auith à Tankard in his Hand, Gipley /iftning at 
a diſtance. | 


Scrub. Tall, all, Dall-—Come, my dear Bo 


Arch. No, no, we ſhall diſturb the Family : But will 


| : you be ſure to keep the Secret ? 


Scrub. Pho! upon my Honour, as Pm a Gentleman. 
Arch. Tis enough Vou muſt know then, that my 1. 


* 
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in this part of England beſore, ſo he choſe to retire 4 
this Place, that'sall. | p 
. Gip. And that's enough for me. a ef 
Scrub. And where were you when your Maſter fough; 
Arch. We never know of our Maſters | 0 N \ 
Scrub, No! it our Maſters in the Country here receiv 
a Challenge, the firſt thing they do is to tell their Wives 
the Wife tells the Servants, the Servants alarm the Tl 55 
nants, and in half an Hour, you fhall have the who r a 
Country up-in Arms. AY 
Arch. To hinder two Men from doing what the hav | 
no mind for But if you ſhould chance to t now 
of this Buſineſs ? ere 
Scrub. Talk ! ah, Sir, had I not ls the knack 0 

holding my tongue, I had never liv'd ſo long in a grea 
amil by 
Arch. Ay, ay, to be ſure, there are Secleßs i in al 
Families. -4 
Scrub. Secrets, O Lud !-—but I'll fay no more-—. 
8 ſit down, we'll make an end of our Tankard 
ere 4 
Arch. With all my Heart; who knows but you and 

I may come to be better acquainted, eh-——Here's your 
Ladies Health ; you have three, I think, and to be ſure N | 
there muſt be Secrers among "em. To 
Serub. Secrets! Ah! Friend, Friend, I wiſh I hada 
F riend=— FF 
"Arch. Am not 1 your F nend! Come, you and I car 
will be ſworn Brothers. eat 
Scrub. Shall we ? ' ove 
Arch. From this Minute= Give me a Kiſs—— 
And now Brother Scrub : 
"Scrub. And now Brother Martin, I will tell you a. 
Secret that will make your Hair ſtand an end Von 
oF, know, that T am conſumedly in Love. 4 
3. That's a terrible Secret, that's the truth on't. | x 
"Ser 70255 Fhat Jade, Gipſey, that was with us juſt ncw i 
in the Cellar, is the arranteſt Whore that ever wore a 
Petticoat I 'm dying for Love of her. P. 


al 
Arch, 


© % 

* | 
* all 
1 f 
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tire 1 Lich. Ha, ha, = Are you in love with her 
W ſon, or her Virtue, ' eder \ 74} 

8 Fonb. I ſhould like Virtue beſt, becauſe it is more 
4 


Fable than Beanty; for Virtue holds good with ſome 
be Fenn; a Day aftet they have loſt it. 
— T2 <. In the Country, I grant ye, where no Wo- 
3 Wins Virtue is Toft, till a Baſtard be found. 
Scrub. Ay, could] bring her to a Baſtard, I hou'd 1a 
i to my ſelf . but I dare not put it upon thatL ay, for 
being ſent for a Soldier Pray, Brother how do 
entlemen in London lilce that ame Preſſing Act? 
Arch: Very ul, Brother Scrub; — Tis the work that 
er was made for us:! Formerly I remember the 


Ck of Days v chan we cod dun our Maſters for our Wages; 
Streu Eid if they ie us dto pay us, we con'd have a Warrant 
„carry em before a Juſtice ; but now if we tall of eats 
n all eg, they have rant, for us, and carry us before 
ce Juſtices. 
— Sub. And to be Tate we go. if\ we talk of eating: for 
ard: Me luſtices won't give their own Servants a bal Exams 
ple. Now this is my Misfortune — dare not ſpeak in 
and ne Houſe 1115 that Jade, G %, dings about like a 
— 3 Fury Once I had the better end of the Staff. 
ure Arch. And how comes the Change now? ©. 
5 Scrub. Why the Mother of all this Miſchief i is a Prieſt, 
da i = Arch. A Prieſt! 
| Scrub. Ay, adamn'd Son of a Whore of Mat, FO 
[ 7 came over hither to ſay Grace to the French Officers and 
eat up roviſions There's not a Day goes 
Joverhis 5 without a Dinner or Supper in this Houte. 
* x Arch. How came ke fo familiar in the Family? 
= Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Eng liſh as if he had liv'd here 
all his Life, and tells Lyes as if he had been a Traveller 
ou' BW from his Cradle. 


Arab, And this Prieſt, I'm afraid, has converted nk 
- - Affection of your G. per. SM 

* Scrub. Converted ! Ay, and perv erted, my dear Friend 

a2 or, 1 m afraid, be has Lads her a Whore and a 

p- Bic this 1 is not al; there” $ the Kia 70 

1 bb, 
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Mrs, Sullez,. they're in the Confederacy, and for ſon 
private Ends of their own too, tobe fate. We 2 
. Arch. A very hopeful Family yours, Brother Scral 

I ſuppoſe the Maiden Lady has her Lover to. 

” Scrub, Not that I know—She's the beſt on em, tha 
the truth ont: But they take care to prevent my Curi vr 
ſity, by giving me ſo much Buſineſs, that Pm a pee 


Slave—What do you think is my Place in this "i 4 


* d Ly 
. 1 
'% * 1 
XS 

© JF A 

4 * 


Areb. Butler, I ſuppoſG. | n. 
Scrub. Ah, Lord help you I'll tell you— 07 

Monday] drive the Coach,of a Tueſday I drive the Plougi 
on Wedneſday I follow the Hounds, a Thurſday. I 4 = 
the Tenants, on Friday go to Market, on Saturday 
draw Warrants, and a Sunday draw Beer. i 
Arch. Ha! ha! ha! If Variety be a Pleaſure in Liſe 
ou have 2 on't, my dear Brother — But wha 
ies are thoſe ? | "I 


| || Scrub. Ours, ours; that upon thexight Hand is Mr; : 1 
19 Sz/len, the other is Mrs. Dorinda Don't mind en 
; | Enter Mrs. Sullen ad Dorinda. ; 

y Mrs. Sul, I have heard my Brother talk of my Lor A 


See but they fay that his Brother js the ner Ger 
Der, That's impoſlible, Siſter. 
Mrs. Sal. He's vaſtly rich, and very cloſe, they ſay. | 


"2 


Dor. No matter for that; If 8 his Heart, f 
III his Breaſt, T warrant him: I have heard ſay, Pa 
people may be gueſs'd at by the Behaviour of the . 

ould wiſh we might talk to that Fellow. FT , 
So do TI; for I think he's a very pretty Fel- pn 
— Come this way, I'll throw a Lure for him pre. 

(They walk a turn towards the oppoſite fide of the Stage, 
Mrs..Sullen drops her Fan, . a" takes it up, 

and gives it her. TT 
+Arch. Corn, Wine, and Oil indeed——But, I think, 
the Wife has the greateſt Plenty of Fleſh * m 
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fo 
or ſons a be my Choice——Ay, ay, ſay you ſo—Madam. 


our yn og Fan. | 
Scral Mrs. Sr. O Sir, I thank you——What a handſome 
che Fellow made! | . 
„ cha e, Bow ! Why, I have known ſeveral Footmen come 
n from London, ſet up here for Dancing-Maſters, 
carry off the beſt Fortunes in the Country. 
. [Ad.] That Project, for aught I know, had 
n better than ours Brother Scrub, why don't 


—0ʃ% y introduce me ? | | 
N WScrub. Ladies, this is the ſtrange Gentleman's Servant 
I du t you ſaw at Church to-day ; I underſtood he came 


m London, and ſo I invited him to the Cellar, that he 
aht ſhew me the neweſt Flouriſh in whetting my 
Wn ves. 
Dor. And I hope you have made much of him? 
Arch. O yes, Madam, but the Strength of your La- 
= ſhip's Liquor is a little too potent for the Conſtitution 
our humble Servant. 
Mrs. Sal. What then you don't uſually drink Ale 5 6 
Arcb. No, Madam, my conſtant Drink is Tea, or a. 
Wt Wine and Water; tis preſcrib'd me by the Phy+ 
Fians for a Remedy againſt the Spleen. | 
Scrub. O lat O lal—A Footman have the Spleen, —- 
. Mrs. Sul. I thought that Diſtemper had been only 
Poper to People of Quality. 7 
Ab. Madam, like all other Faſhions it wears out, 
ind fo deſcends to their Servants ; tho? in a great many 
Fus, I believe, it proceeds from ſome melancholy 
articles in the Blood, occaſion'd by the Stagnation of 
How 


ther Wages. 
Wr. Dor. How affectedly the Pellow talks! 
Fel- png „have you ſerv'd your preſent Maſter ? 


re. 4rch. Not long; my Life has been moſtly ſpent in 


be Service of the Ladies. | 
tage, Mrs. Sul. And pray which Service do you like beft ? 

Arch. Madam, the Ladies pay beſt ; the Honour of 
_ deny Arey is ſufficient Wages : there is a Charm in. 
ink, 4 eir Looks that delivers a Pleaſure with their Com- 
N. Hands, and gives our Duty the Wings of ä i 


> 


* 
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Mrs. Sal. That Flight was aboye the Pitch of a Li * "FA 
very; and Sir, wou'd not you be ſatisſied to ſerve e. 
ady again? Ne nts C4 _ 7 
Arch, s Groom of the Chambers, Madam, but 188 
as 2 Footman. | q Ms 1 


1 
Mrs. Sal. I ſappoſe you ſerv'd as Footman before? ic! 
Arch. For that Reaſon I would not ſerve in the 
Poſt, again; for my Memory is too weak for the Loa 
of Meſſages that the Ladies lay upon their Servants in 
London: My Lady Howd'ye, the lait Miſtreſs, I ſerv, 
call'd me up one Morning, and told me, Martin, go tis 
my Lady Alluigit with my humble Service; tell her [8 
Was to wait on her Ladyfhip yeſterday, and left wod 
with Mrs. Rebecca, that the Preliminaries of the Aﬀail 
ſhe knows. of,. are ſlopt till we know the Concurrenceſ 
of the Perſon” that I know of, for which there ar: 
Circamflances wanting, which we ſhall accommodat: 
at the old Place; but that in the mean time there is : 
Perzon about her Lady ſhip, that from ſeveral Hints ard 
Surmiſes, was acceſſary at a certain time to the Diſap- 
Nen that naturally attend things, that to ha 
now edge are of more Importance or” 


Mn, 1 . ha, where are you going, Sir? 


Arch. Why, I ha'n't half done The whole Y de 
Howd'ye was about half an Hour long; ſo happen d 


| 


to miſplace two Syllables, and was turn'd off, and ren- f == \ 
der'd incapable. | 2 
Dor. The pleaſanteſt Fellow, Siſter, I ever ſaw. — Mc 
But, Friend, if your Maſter be married, —1 preſume 
you ſtill ſervea Lady. r | F 
Arch. No, Madam, I take care never to come into ſor 


a married Family; the Commands of the Maſter and h 
Miſtreſs are always fo contrary, that ' tis impoſſible to h 
pleaſe bot. . tot 1 
Dor. There's a main Point gain'd. My Lord i | x 
not married, I find. 1 LAſide. 
Mrs. Sul. But I wonder, Friend, that in ſo many good 
Services, you had not a better Proviſion made for you. 


Arch. 


2 4 
= 
* 
2 
Py . 
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2 Lid cb. I don't know how, Madam I had a Lieute- 
ve ey offer'd me three or four times; but that is not 
aa, Madam II live much better as I do. 

t r Scrub. Madam, he ſings rarely — ] was thought to 

4 pretty well here in the Country till he came; but 
re? zck-a-day, I'm nothing to my Brother Martin. 
tha 9 Dor. Does he? Pray, Sir, will * _—_ us with 
Loa Pong: 


; in Ach. Are you for Paſſion or 3 
W Scrub, O la! He has the pureſt Ballad about a Trifle. 
I Mrs. Sul. A Trifle! Pray, Sir, let's have it. 
EX 4-4. I'm aſham'd to offer you a Trifle, Madam: 
a hut ſince you command me 
* {Sings to the Tune of Sir Simon the = 


A Trifting Song you ſhall hear, 
Begun with a Trifl: and ended, &c. 


urs. 8%, Very well, Sir, we are oblig'd to vou 
Something for a Pair of Gloves. 

2 [Offering him Money. 
A.. I humbly beg leavetobe excuſed; My Maſter, 
ladam, pays me; nor dare I take Money from any o- 
ber AS a without injuring his Honour, and difo- 

peying his Commands. [Err 

3 Der. This is ſurprizing: Did you ever ſee ſo pretty 
„ well-bred Fellow? 

Mrs. Sul. The Devil take him for wearing that Li- 
e 
23 x I fancy, Siſter, he may be fome Gentleman, a 
Friend of my Lord's, that his Lordſhip has pitch'd up- 
Jon for his Courage, Fidelity, and Diſcretion, to bear 
him Company in this Dreſs, and who ten to one was 
his el 

Mrs. Su. It is fo, it muſt be fo, and it ſhall be ſo---- 
rds For I like him. 


able Man ppon the PIKE * and fo I chole him to lerve 
| me 


Vd, Dor. What! better than the Count? 
good BEE Mrs. Sul. The Count happen'd to be the — agree- 


_—_ : 4 — 2 
- or we — —— a 


1 
I; 
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me in my Defign upon m Huſband—But I ſliodt z 5d 
Uke this Fellow better in a Deſign upon my ſelf. 

Dor. But now, Siſter, for an Interview with thay 
Lord, and this Gentleman; how ſhall we bring 
-about ? ; 

Mrs.Sul. Patience Joon partes, give no Qui 
4er, if once you be enter'd Wou'd you prevent 
their Deſires, and give the Fellows no wiſhing time 
'Look'e, Dorinda, it my Lord Aimwell loves you, or de 
ſerves you, he'll "find a Way to ſee you, and there W 
muſt leave i My Buſineſs comes now upon tl: 
Tapis — have you prepar'd your Brother ? | 

Dor. Yes, 4 

Mrs. Sul. He laid little, mumbled ſomething to him 85 
elf, and promis'd to be guided by me: But here l 


Eurer Sullen. 


Sul. What Singing was that I heard juſt now? M8 
Mrs. od The Singin ing Ar in your Head, my Dea, 
you complain'd of it all Day 8 


Sul. re impertinent C / 
Mrs Sol. I was ever (6, ſince I became one Pl by 
Wi 


Sul. One Fleſh! rather two-Carcafles join'd = 
turally together. 
Mrs. Ss/. Or rather e living Soul coupled to a de Y 


Ye 
Dor. So, this is fme Encouragement for me 
Sul. Yes, my Wife ſhews you what you muſt do! re 
Mrs. Sal. And my Huſband ſhews you what you . 
-muſt ſuffer. * 
Sul. Sdeath why can't you be filent? 
Mrs. Sel. *Sdeath why can't you talk? 
Sul. Do you talk to an popes 7 | 
Mrs. Sul. Do you think to any purpoſe ? » 
Sul. Siſter, 8 Whiſpers.) I ſhan't be hone 
tl it be late. 
Mrs. Sul. What did he whiſper to you? 


E 

bay 

* + = 
01 Bt. 
_— 

— 
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D ount. . Myſt rertginly, I ai , 1 a Prifoncr 

wong the Turks; dis i, your Ca 7 ow! re a ad, IM 3 
fam, Slawe to the. Wor ſt of. Turks; a H:Jtand, e 7 

Mrs. Sul. There lies my Foible, "7 confeſs 3 nc Fort: T 
N no Courage, Con , N. Vigilancy,- can prete nd « 4 
defend a Place, where the Cruelty of the Cours - ford 1 
the Gariſon to mutiny. 

Count. And where de Beſicger is reſelsd to die bil 
de Place Here will f; [ Kncels] with 7 ak | 
Vows, and Prayers, aſſault your Heart, and never 4 = 
till you fur render ; ; or of I mu form Love 
Sf. Michael. nd fo begin the Attack» # 

Mrs. Sul. Stand ei. Sure he hears me not ;—— 
a I cod almoſt with——he did 10 u.· . The Fa N 
e makes Lowe very prettily. [ Aſide.] But, Sir, a9. 
Spoitld you pue fuch a Falue upon my Perſen, exhon wh 1 = 

fee it deſpis d by one that knows it ſo much better ? 4 

Count. He knows it not, though he poſſeſſes it; if he 
Rnew the Value f the Ferre he is Ma ter f, he wo; I 
aways wear it next oo Heart, and fon with it in 
"Arms. | 8 

"Mrs. Sul. But' f uc — Wan ane anrqqanded. = 8 
Him- 7B 

Count. And one that knows Jour Value well, cond 14 
by, and takes you uf, is it not Fuſtice ? F. 
Goes to lay hold of he 


Kater gallen with his died drawn. 

Sul. Hol, Villain, hold. 
Mrs. Sul. {Pretenting a Piſtol]. Do v bold. 

Sul. What / Murther your Huſband, defend 
"Bully ? 

Mrs. Sul. Bully ! For Kane, Mr. Sullen, Bullies at 
long Swords, the Gentleman has none; he's a Prifont 
you knowt—T ava; aware of your OutraFe, and Friar 
his to receive your Violence; and, if occaſion; were; "Wa 
prejerye me agent the Farce US this other Gerrit 
Wasn. * 

75 © Madam our Ey s "te ter Fo £-Grms 5e 15 
our 0; they — miſs. 25 * D 


wo © . 


8 
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I. Mat! court my Wife to my Face! 
.. Sul. Pray Myr. Sullen, put up, Suſpend your Fu- 
ry for 2 Minute. ; | 
Wl. 7ogive time to invent an Excuſe. 
rs, Sul. I need none. 


d ul. No, for I heard every Syllable of your Diſcourſe. 


tend Mount. 4b! And begar, I tink de Dialogue was vera 
en ty. 

N. 7 N, Sul. Then, I ſuppoſe, Sir, you heard ſomething of 
4 72 101 OWN Barbarity. 

a MW: arbarity! Oons, what does the Waman call Bar- 
ver 1 


Count. No, S:r / | 


%% Do I ever meddle with you? 


,. Sul. No. 


ul. As for you, Sir, I. hall take another time. 
(Count. Ab, begar, jo muſt J. 


a | Gul. Loo e, Madam, don't think that my Anger pro- 
75 TM 


: eds from any Concern I have for Jou Honour, but for 


0! 14 


ou; and if you can Cntrive any way of being æ 


8 Whore without making me a Cuckold, do it and welcome. 
,.. Sul. Sir, thank you kindly; you wuou'd allow me 


Sin, but rob me of the Plæaſure.— d, no, Pm re- 


"Fd never to venture upon the Crime, without the Sa- 


Fl I 7 A 
„ 


ul. Then will you grant me this, my Dear? Let any 


ation of ſeeing you puniſh d fo, t. 


ly elſe do you the Favour but that Frenchman, for J 
rtally hate his whole Genes ation. [ Exit. 
Count. 4h, Sir, that be ungrateful; for begar, I love 
re of yours: Madam 
Mrs. Sul. No, Sir 


3 


Garzoon, Madam, I am not 
% Hiſband. 
Mrs. Sul. is time to undecei de you, Sir; — I beliewd 


„„ Adareſſes to me were no more than an Amuſement, 


% 1 hope you avill think the ſame of my Complaiſance 


Wd to. convince you that you ought, Ju mul Knew, 


Bat I brought you hither only to make you Inſirumental 
ep: /etting me right with my Huſland; for be was plant- 


V to liſten by my Appointment. 
Count. By your Appointment ? 
Mrs. Sul. Certainly. 

C 


Count. 


r 


rr 
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Count. And ſo, Madam, while Twas telling raven 
Stories to part you from your Huſband, begar, I wa 
Bringing you together all the while. 4 

Mrs. Sul. Taſk your Pardon, Sir; but I hope this at 1 
give you a Taſte of he Virtue of the Engliſh Ladies. 

Count. Begar, Madam, your Virtue be vera great, 4 N 
Garzoon, your Honeſte be wera little. = 


Enter Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sul. Nay, now you're angry, Sir. ; 
Count. Angry] Fair Dorinda, [Sings fair Dorinda the 
Opera Tune, and addreſſes to Dorinda. ] Madam, ate 
your Ladiſbip wants a Fool, fend for me: Fair Dorinda 
Revenge, &c. — 
Mrs. Sul. Were goes the true Humour of his Naias 
Reſentment with grad Manners, and the Height of An; 
in a Song Well, Sifter, you muſt be Fudge, for ji 
Bade heard the 2 
Dor. And I bri ng in my Brother guilty. 7 
Mrs. Sul. But I muſt bear the Puniſhment—-—T | 7 
Bard, Si ſter. * 
Dor. J caun it —but you muſt have Patience. = 
Ars. Sul. Patience! The Cant of Cuſiom—P: vide 128 
ſends no Evil without a Remedjz—fhou'd I lie groani | 
under à Yoak I can ſhake o Ta avere acceſſary to my Rin, 
and my Patience were no bet ter than Self-Murther. | 
Dor. But how can you ſhake of the Yohe? Tur 
Diviſions don't come within the Reach of the Law, for a 
Diworce. 
Mrs. Sul. Law! What Law can ſearch into the remit 
Abyſs of Nature? what Evidence can prove the una: 
countable Diſaffetions of Wedlock ? Can a Fury n 
up the endleſs Awerſions that are rooted in our Souls, r 
can a Bench give Fudgement upon Antipathies ? 
Dor. They never pretended, Siſter ; "yy never medii, 
but incaſe of Uncleanneſs. 


£ 

1 

= - a 
- 


Urs. &. 


& re ] 
unt 
Dus 
ay, 
Imfor 
dare 


Mrs. Sul. Uncleanneſs! O Sifter ! Caſual Violation u mes 
a tranſient Injury, and may poſſibly be repair d; but c = 
radical Hatreas be ever reconciÞd # —No, no, Sifter, No. 


ture is the firſt La- wg ver, and when ſſhe has ſet Temben 
off ojith 


al. La 
4 * 0 
is 
2 
>. 
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7 te, not all the Golden Links of Wedlock, nor Iron 
Wnacles of Law, can keep 'em faſt. 


af « 
AN 7 
Medlock we own ordain'd by Heaven's Decree, 
ut ſuch as Heav'n ordain'd it firſt to be; 
m Concurring Tempers in the Man and W fe, 
a \s mutual Helps to draw the Load of Life. 
iew all the Works of Providence above, 
he Stars with Harmony and Concord move; 
View all the Works of Providence below, 
1 ET he Fire, the Water, Earth, and Air we know, 
% All in one Plant agree to make it grow. 
= Muſt Man, the chiefeſt Work of Art Divine, 
i; Be doom'd in endleſs Diicord to repine? 
No, we ſhou'd i injure Heav'n by that Surmiſe; 


* 


1:8 Omnipotence is juſt, were Man but wiſe. 


— * 


The END te Tuirp Acr. 


SW; 
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7 < Wuntry whole Women are its Glory, muſt Women be 
esd? Where Women rule, mult Women be enſlav'd ? 

Jay, cheated into Slavery? mock'd by a Promiſe of 

Imfortable Society into a Wilderneſs of Solitude: 

dare not keep the Thought about me. 

„nes ſomething to divert me 

| E nter a Country Woman. 


A | 
r, - 8 . - IRS fo 
WOLTERS TEE TEE II eee | 

" x 

- þ 
p Ro A C ＋ IV. HEE 
At 5 Y | 
z ; | 
Mr 1 8 C EN E CONTINUES, ; 

| 0 
So Enter Mrs. Sullen. $ 
for 6 l rs. Sal. E RE I born an humble Turk, Where | | 

| Women have no Soul nor Property, $1 
mai gere I muit uc contented. -— But in England, a [! 
una 1 

| 


O! here 


2 Vin. I come a'n it pleaſe your Lady ſhi —you' re , 7 
"il bo: 4 op Bountiful, a'n't ye? 9 W 


772 . C - Mrs . 


N 4 
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Mrs. Su/. Well, good Woman, go on. = 
Vom. I come ſeventeen long Mail to have a Cure 9 "FA 

my Huſband's fore Leg. —* 
Mrs. Sul. Your Huſbarid ! what, Woman, cure yol JL 

Huſband ! 3 #8 


Mom. Ay, poor Man, for his fore Leg wor't let li 
ſ:r from home. 
Mrs. Sul. There, I confeſs you have given me 


# — q — 
A 2 1 k 
— 1 


Reaſon. Well, good Woman, ['ll tell you what vj I 
mult do You muſt lay your Huſband's Leg upon li 
Table, and with a Chopping-knite you muit 1a 50 
open as broad as you can, then you mult take ont! 4 of 
Bone, and beat the Fleſh ſoundly with a Rolling 
then take Salt, Pepper, Cloves, Mace, and Ginger, icn ic T 
Sweet-herbs, and ſeaſon it very well; then roll i: i e Fol 
like Brawp, and put it into the Oven for two Hours, 4 I 
Mom. Heaven reward your Ladyſhip—! have l8v: 
little Babies too that are piteous bad with the Grad Rec 
a'n't pleaſe ye. 18 


Mrs. Sul. Put a little Pepper and Salt in their oy 9 
good Woman. [Euter Lady Bountiful.J I beg yl 1 
Ladyſhip's Pardon for taking your Buſineſs out o L 
Hands, I have been a tampering here a little with E MT 
of your Patents. YJ 

L. Bown. Come, good Woman, don't mind this n 
Creature ; I am the Perion that you want, I ſupp: 
W hat wou'd you bave, Woman? _ bi 

Mrs. Sul. She wants ſomething for her Huſband 4 
Leg. 1 
L. Bount. What's the matter with his Leg 8. Goo 9 

Hm. It come firſt, as one might jay, with a en 
Dizzinels in Ris Foot, then he had a kind of 1.azirM 
in his Joints, and then his Leg broke out, and tn 
i elt'd, and then it cios'd again, and then it broket 
agan, and then it feſter'd, and then it grew bet 
and then 3 ow worle again. * 

Mrs. Ful. Ha, ha, ha Ex 

I. F How can you be merry wich the A; 10 11 
tunes of other People: 


*,.. 
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ire 4 rs. Sul. Becauſe my own make me ſad, Madam. 
"XX Z:unt. The worſt Reaſon inthe World, Daughter; 

e 50% r own Misfortunes ſhou'd teach you to pity others. 
=X\ſrs. Sy/. But the Woman's Misfortunes and mine are 

ct lu bing alike ; her Husband is ſick, and mine, alas! is 
lealth. 

me L. Bount. What ! would you wiſh your Husband ſick? 


#4 
© FR 
At \ q < 


MN 
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rs. S/. Not of a fore Leg, of all things. 
upon. Bownt. Well, good Woman, go to the Pantry, get 
lay rr Belly full of Victuals, then I'Il give you a Receipt 

butt Dict-drink for your Husband But d'ye hear, 
7-1 ody, you muſt not let your Husband move too much. 
„ n. No, no, Madam; the poor Man's inclinable 
it of 7 ugh to lie ſtill. | [Exit. 
dars. L. Bount. Well, Daughter Sullen, tho' you laugh, I 
ve ure done Miracles about the Country here with my 
IIa 9 Eceipts. 

lrs. Sal. Miracles indeed, if they have cur'd any 
ea; but, I believe, Madam, the Patient's Faith goes 
cher toward the Miracle than your Preſcription. 
L. Bount. Fancy helps in {ome Caſes ; but there's 
it ur Husband, who has as little Fancy as any body, I 

Fought him from Death's door. 
Mrs. Sz. I ſuppoſe, Madam, you made him drink 
Scntitully of Aſs's Milk. 


Enter Dorinda, runs to Mrs. Sullen. 
. News, dear Siſter, News, News! 


Enter Archer, running. 


Arch. Where, where is my Lady Bountiful ? ——— 


Wy which is the eld Lady of you three? 
MY ; Bount. I am. 


Ys Goodnels, Benevolence, Skill and Ability, have 
aun me hither to implore your Ladyſhip's Help in be- 
| Feathing his laſt, 
| C 3 L. B. unt. 


Arb. O, Madam, the Fame of your Ladyſhip's Cha- 
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At of my unfortunate Maſter, who is this Moment 
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L. Bun. Your Maſter! Where is he? F 
Arch. At your Gate, Madam, drawn by the 4 85 
pearance of your handſome Houſe to view it nearer, 5 1 
walking up the Avenue within five Paces of the Cod 4 
Yard, he was taken ill of a ſudden with a fort d 1 25 
know not what; ; but down he fell, and there he lies 85 
L. Beun. Here, Scrub, Gipſey, all run, get my * 4 1 
Chair down Stairs, put the Gentleman in it, and! "= 
him in quickly ; quickly. ye 
Arch. Heaven will reward your Ladyſhip for 1 
charitable Act. = 
L. Bur. Is your Maſter us'd to theſe Fits? Mu 
Arch. O Yes, Madam, frequently I have know 
him have five or fix of a Night. 9 
L. Boun. What's his Name? 
Arch. Lord, Madam, he's a dying; a Minute's 
or Neglect may ſave or deſtroy his Life. 
L. Bun. Ah, poor Gentleman! Come, Friend, in. 
me the way; Þ It ſee him brought in my ſelf. f 
[Exit with Arcionl 
Dor. O, Siſter, my Heart flutters about ſtrangely; 
can hardly forbear running to his Aſſiſtance. =} 
Mrs. Sl. And Pll lay my Lite he deſerves ro" 
ſiſtance more than he wants it: Did not I tell you i} 27 
my Lord wou'd find a way to come at you? Loch 
his Diſtemper, and you mult be the Phyſician; pu 
all your Charms, ſummon all your Fire into your 1 4 
plan the whole Artillery of your Looks againit 8 
reaſt, and down with him. 
Dax. O, Siſter, I'm but a young Gunner, I half 
afraid to ſhoot, for fear the Piece ſhou'd recoil, : 1 
hurt my ſelf. 
Mrs. Sa. Never fear; you ſhall ſee me ſhoot beiq + 
you, if you will. . 
Dor. No, no, dear Siſter, you have miſs'd your Maj 
ſo untortunately, that I ſhan't care for being ine 2 
by you. 


= 
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2 „„ Aimwell in a Chair, carried by Archer and Scrub, 
he - ady Bountiful, Gipley. Aimwell counterfeiting a 
ort . Boun. Here, here, let's ſee the Hartſhorn Drops 
e lic %, a Glaſs of fair Water, his Fit's very ſtrong. 
y Fa e me, how his Hands are clinch'd! 
d 847. For ſhame, Ladies, what d'ye do? why don't 

I W help us? Pray, Madam, [Jo Dorinda.] take 
fo; Hand, and open it, if you can, whilſt I hold his 

ad. Dorinda takes his Hand. 
Do,. Poor Gentleman On he has got my 
knowl and within his, and {ſqueezes it unmercifully. 


. Bur. Tis the Violence of his Convulſion, Child. 
Asch. O, Madam, he's perfectly poſſeſs'd in theſe 
hc ——htcl bite you, if you don't have a care. 
PVDor. Oh, my Hand! my Hand! 

 Boun. What's the matter with the Fooliſh Girl? I 
| " got his Hand open, you lee, with a great deal of 
aſe. 

Arch. Ay, but, Madam, your Daughter's Hand is 
mewhat warmer than your Ladyſhip's, and the Heat 
it draws the Force of the Spirits that way. 

Mrs. Sul. I find, Friend, you're very learned in theſe 
rt of Fits. 

Arch. Tis no wonder, Madam, for I'm often trou- 
ed with them my ſelf; I find my ſelf extremely ill 


in} AE this minute. [ Looking hard at Mrs. Sullen. 
Mrs. Sz/. [ Aſide.] I fancy I cou'd find a way to cure 
ſhall -F Ou. 

oil, . Boun. His Fit holds him very long. 


=2 4rch. Longer than uſual, Madam:—Pray, young 
t bein ady, open his Breaſt and give him Air. 
$5 L. Boun. Where did his IIIneſs take him firſt, pray ? 
ir M. Þ Arch. 'To-day at Church, Madam. 
rut IL. Born. In what manner was he taken ? 
8 4rch. Very ſtrangely, my Lady. He was of a ſudden 
buch'd with ſomething in his Eyes, which at the firit 
| 1 N. felt, but cou'd not tell whether 'twas Pain or 
eaſure. 
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L. Bount. Wind, nothing but Wind. 
Arch. By ſoft 2 it grew and mounted to | 


and e conv 0) by it to his Heart. 5 hat wok iat 
Scat of Life ſent all its anguine Spirits forth to mee: 
and open'd all its ſluicy Gates to take the Stranger in 
L. Bount. Your Mater ſhou'd never go Witlou 
Bottle to ſmell to Oh! he Nee | 
Lavender-Water ſome Feathers to burn under 
Noſe Hungary-water to rub his Temples——(Z 
he comes to himielf. Hem a little, Sir, hem = 
Gipſey, bring the Cordial-Water. E- 
[Aimwell ſeems to awake in ana 
Dor. How do you do, Sir? 3 
Aim. Where am I? [ Rijnd 
Sure I have pais'd the Gulph of Silent Death, | | 
And now am landed on the Ehfian Shore 2M 
Behold the Goddeſs of thoſe happy Plains, i 
Fair Proſerpinc—let me adore thy bright Diviniy® 
[ Kneels to Dorinda, and kiſſes her Hall 
"Ma: Sul. So, ſo, ſo, I knew where the Fit vod 
end. . 
Aim. Eurydice, perhaps f ; 
How could thy Orpheus keep his Word, | 'Y 
And not look back upon thee ? 4 
No Treaſure but thy ſelf could ſure have brib' d kin 
To look one Minute off thee. 
L. Bount. Delirious, poor Gentleman. 
Arch. Very delirious, Madam, very delirious. 
Aim. Martin's Voice, I think. 
Arch. Yes, my Lord — How does your Lordſhip! 
L. Bount. Lord! did you mind that, Girls? 
Aim. Where am I? } 
Arch. In very good Hands, Sir——You were tak 
juſt now with one of your old Fits, under the Tres, 
just by this good Lady's Houſe; her Ladyſhip had va 
taken in, and has miraculouſly brought you to your N 
as you ſee 4 


n 
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„. I am fo confounded with ſhame, Madam, that 


| to Wn now only beg Pardon And refer my 
dn W:nowledgement tor erer Ladyſhip's Care, till an Op- 
g 9 unity offers of making ſome amends I dare be 


Martin, give two Guineas 


1 longer troubleſome 
ne Servants. 


1 ita «2» 2 . R 

» 42> o,. Sir, you may catch cold by going ſo ſoon into 
-c i» Air; you don't look, Sir, as if you were perfectly 
(|, over'd. 


Here Archer talks to Lady Bountiful ia Dumb-few. 
ndern. That I ſhall never be, Madam; my preſent Ill- 
_ (885 is fo rooted, that I mult expect to carry it to my 
— Cc. 

Mrs. Su/. Don't deſpair, Sir; I have known ſeveral in 
ano) Diſtemper ſhake it off with a Fortnight's Phyſick. 
. Bount. Come, Sir, your Servant has been telling 
[Ri that you're apt to relapſe if you go into the Air--Your 
th, ed Manners ſhan't get the better of ours—You ſhall 
— down again, Sir: — Come, Sir, we don't mind 
remonies in the Country——Here, Sir, my Service 


ivinin e !Y ou ſhall taſte my Water; tis a Cordial, I can 
an re you, and of my own making Drink it off, Sir: 
vol imwell ink.] And how d'ye find your ſelf now, Sir? 


Ain. Somewhat better —tho' very faint ſtill. 
L. Boant. Ay, ay, People are always faint after theſe 
Wt. Come, Girls, you ſhall ſhew the Gentleman the 
| Woule ; tis but an old Family Building, Sir; but you 
bd A better walk about, and cool by degrees, than ven- 
Ire immediately into the Air You'll find ſome to- 
able Pitures.——Dorinda, ſhew the Gentleman the 
=. [Exi/.] I muſt go to the poor Woman below. 


* Dor. This way, Sir. 

hip! in. Ladies, ſhall I beg leave for my Servant to 
Mitt on you, for he underitands Pictures very well. 
Mrs. Sal. Sir, we underſtand Originals as well as he 

e he Pes Pictures, ſo he may come along. 

Tree [Ex. Dor. Mrs. Sul. Aim. Arch. Aim. Jeads Dor. 

lad yy Enter Foigard and Scrub, meeting. 

Jur bel 


. Foig. Saave you, Maſter Scrub, 
= C 3 Scrub . 
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Scrub. Sir, I won't be ſav'd your way——l hate 1 
Prieſt, I abhor the French, and I defy the Devil. 
Sir, I'm a bold Briton, and will ſpill the laſt drop oi 
my Blood to keep out Popery and Slavery. © 

Foig. Maſter Scrub, you wou'd put me down in Pol. 
ticks, and ſo I wou'd be ipeaking with Mrs. Gip/cy. 

Scrub. Good Mr. Prieit, you can't ſpeak with her; „ 
ſhe's fick, Sir; ſhe's gone abroad, Sir; ſhe's dea 
two Months ago, Sir. 3 


1 


Enter Gipſey. 


Gip. How now, Impudence! How dare you talk vm 
ſaucily to the Doctor? Tray, Sir, don't take it ill; toi 
the Common People of Erg/and are not ſo civil th 
Strangers, as = 


1 

d 

0 

F 

6 

˖ 

dn 

0 

ul 

F 

= d 
Scrub. You lye, you lye; tis the common People, a G 
F 

lo 

G 

d 

F 

G 

F 


* 


ſuch as you are, that are civilleſt to Strangers. 7 
Gig. Sirrah, I have a good mind to————Get yum 
out, I ſay. $ 
Scrub. 1 Won't. = 
Gip. You wo'n't, Sauce-box Pray, Doctor, wha 
is the Captain's Name that came to your Inn laſt Night! 
Scrub. The Captain ! ah, the Devil, there ſhe hamper 
me again: the Captain has me on one ſide, and the Priel 


1 


Y 1 . 
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on other: So between the Gown and Sword, I hate t, 
à line time on't.— But, Cedant arma rg. [ Goin.Þ J ith 


Gip. What, Sirrah, wo'n't you march ? _ 
Scrub. No, my Dear, I wo'n't march but 11m 
walk: — And 1'il make bold to liſten a little too. 
Goes behind the Side-Scene, and liſicns. = 
Gip. Indeed, Doctor, the Count has been barbaroullyf 
treated; that's the truth on't. | 
Fog. Ah, Mrs. Gipfey, upon my Shoul, now Gra, il 
Complainings wou'd mollify the Marrow in your Bones 
and move the Bowels of your Commiſſeration; he veeps, 
and he dances, and he ſiſtles, and he ſwears, and he laug 5, 


and he ſtamps, and he ſings: In concluſion, Joy, he's a. F. 
titted; a 4% Frangois, and a Stranger wou'd not xn he 
Whider to cry, or to laugh with him. 7 
Gip. What wou'd you have me do, Doctor? Sy - 

a (ee 
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7 vig. Noting, Joy, but only hide the Count in Mrs» 
—7/-:'s Cloſet, when it is dark. 

1 ip. Nothing! Is that nothing? It wou'd be both a 
= and a Shame, Doctor. 
n. Here is twenty Lewidores, Joy, for your Shame, 


y. A Wd I will give you an Abſolution for the Shin. 
101 85 Gip. But won't that Money look like a Bribe? 
call 


9 Foig. Dat is according as you ſhall tauk it ff you 
eeive the Money before-hand *twill be Logice a Bribe; 
c if you ſtay till afterwards, *twill be only a Gratifica- 


k vo ? Grp. Well, Doctor, Pu take it Logice.——But what 
{or uſt I do with my Conſcience, Sir? 
1 v8 Foig. Leave dat wid me, Joy; Iam your Prieſt, Gra, 
ad your Conſcience is under my Hands. 
ple, Gip But ſhou'd I put the Count into the Cloſet—— 
ig. Vell, is dere any Shin for a Man's being in a 
101 loſhet? one may go to Prayers in a Cloſhet. 
=X Gp. But if the Lady ſhou'd come into her Chamber 
nd go to Bed ? 
what Feig. Vel, and is dere any Shin in going to Bed, Joy? 
ght' , Gip. Ay, but if the Parties ſhou'd meet, Doctor! 


en] Foig. Vell den the Parties muſt be reſponſible, 
'r1el &F—Do you be gone, after putting the Count in the Clo- 
hav? t, and leave the Shins wid themſelves— I will come 
i ith the Count to inſtruct you in your Chamber. 


' FR Gz. Well, Doctor, your Religion is ſo pure--methinks 
Ira o eaſy after an Abſolution, and can fin afreſh with 

yo much Security, that I'm reſolv'd to die a Martyr to't. 
en, Here's the Key of the Garden-door; come in the 
oully pack -way, when tis late PII be ready to receive 

ou; but don't ſo much as whiſper, only take hold of 
ny Hand: I'll lead you, and do you lead the Count, 
nd follow me. [Exeunt, 


Enter Scrub. 


Scrub. What Witchcraft now have theſe two Imps of 
he Devil been a hatching here? There's twenty 
ewwidoresz; I heard that, and ſaw the Purſe: But I 
nut give room to my Betters. | 


Enter 


—_ - ä „ — Tm 

a : 3 : : "EW 8 on g 
— 5 —— — — 
— I” II & — 


$8 The BEAUX STRATAGEM. 


Enter Aimwell, leading Dorinda, and making Love il q E. 
| Dumb-Sheaw. Mrs. Sul. and Archer. I 


Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, [To Archer.] how d'ye like 1 
Piece ? 4 
Arch. O, 'tis Leda. You find, Madam, how 7:0 8 
piter came diſguis'd to make Love 4 . 
Mrs. Sul. But what think you there of Alexa: 
Battels ? - 
Arch. We want only a Le Brun, Madam, to druf 91. 
reater Battels, and a greater General of our — .n. 
he Danube, Madam, wou'd make a greater Figure i 
a Picture than the Granicus; and we have our Rame!!i:! 


to match their A4-bela. 3 | E. 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, what Head is that in the Cor. 1 W 1 
ner there ? Sh | 


Arch. O, Madam, ttis poor Ovid in his Exile. 
Mrs. Sul. What was he baniſh'd for? = 
Arch. His ambitious Love, Madam, [Bowinz ] Hal ie 

Misfortune touches me. fa 
Mrs. Sal. Was he ſucceſsful in his Amours ? 
Arch. There he has left us in the dark — —He wa au 

too much a Gentleman to tell. c 7 
Mrs. Sul. If he were ſecret, I pity him. 3 
Arch. And if he were ſucceſsful, 1 envy him. = 4 
Mrs. Sul. How d' ye like that Venus over the Chimney 
Arch. Venus ! I proteſt, Madam, I took it for wm #2 


Il 
\ 2 


Picture; but now ] look again, tis not handſome enough. 4 
Mrs. Sl. Oh, what a Charm is Flattery ! if you word = 
ſee my Picture, there it is, over that Cabinet —Hof 
d'ye like it? wy Sc 
Arch. 1 muſt admire any thing, Madam, that has 4 
leaſt Reſemblance of you But methinks, Madam go. 
He looks at the Picture and Mrs. Sullen, eee 
four times, by turns.) Pray, Madam, who drew it? IM gh 
Mrs. Sal. A famous Hand, Sir. | en 
[ Here Aimwell and Dorinda © M8 4 
Ar cb. A famous Hand, Madam! Your Eyes, 1 Set 


"4 deed, are featur'd there; but where's the ſparkling Ma 
4 | ure, ſhining Fluid, in which they ſwim? The Pic 
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 RK6ced, has your Dimples; but where's the Swarm of 
4 138 * 


I 


[ling * that ſhould ambuſh there? The Lips too 
We figur'd out; but where's the Carnation Dew, the 
Wuting Ripeneſs that tempts the Talte in the Original ? 
XX Mrs. Sal. Had it been my Lot to have match'd with 
i 2 ach a Man! [ Afide. 

W 4rch. Your Breaſts too; preſumptuous Man! what ! 
int Heaven! A propo, Madam, in the very next Picture 
alunoneus, that was ſtruck dead with Lightning, for 
kering to 1 Thunder; I hope you lerv'd 
Dee Painter ſo, Madam. 


re H Mrs. Su/. Had my Eyes the Power of Thunder, they 
ell 0u'd employ their Lightning better. 


Arch. There's the fineſt Bed in that Room, Madam? 
Cor ſuppoſe 'tis your Ladyſhip's Bed- Chamber: 
= Mrs. Sul. And what then, Sir? 
Asch. I think the Quilt is the richeſt that ever I ſaw, 
- I can't at this diſtance, Madam, diſtinguiſh the 
| Hil igures of the Embroidery: Will you give me leave, 
adam ? 
Mrs. Sz. The Devil take his Impudence---Sure, if I 
Maire him an Opportunity, he durſt not offer it I have 
great mind to try. ¶ Going. Returns. ] ' Sdeath, what 
Im] doing ?—And alone too Siſter, Siſter! 


Arecb. I'll follow her cloſe 
nner | 
- your nt For where a Frenchman durſt attempt to florm, 
ough. a 4 Briton, fure, may well the Work perform. [Going, 
wou' tn f 
Hoy | Enter Scrub. 
Lion 


Scrub. Martin, Brother Martin. 


das i Asch. O Brother Scrub, I beg your Pardon, T was not 
adam going : Here's a Guinea my Maſter order'd you; 

ee Scrub. A Guinea! hi, hi, hi, a Guinea! — by this 
it? Nignt it is a Guinea; but I ſuppoſe you expect one and 


Frenty Shillings in Change. 

Arch. Not at all; I tave another ſor Gipſy. 

Scr. A Guinea for her! Fire and Faggot for the Witch? 
Sir, give me that Guinea, and Til diſcover a Plot. 

Arch. APlot! 


Scru)d. 
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Scrub. Ay, Sir, a Plot, a horrid Plot Firſt, it __ 
be a Plot, becauie there's a Woman in't: Secondly, 1 13 
muſt be a Plot becauſe there's a Prieſt in't: Thirdly, iw 
muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's French Gold in't: Aa i 
Fourthly, it mult be a Plot, becauſe I don't know "= by 
to make on't. 
Arth. Nor any body elſe, I'm afraid, Brother Sc-, 8 
Scrub. Truly I'm afraid ſo too; for where there's a 
Prieſt and a Woman, tnere's always a Myſtery and a Rid. 
dle. This 1 know, that there has been the Doctor 
with a Temptation in one hand, and an Abſolution in the 
other, and Gipſey has ſold her ſelt to the Devil; I ſaw the 
Price paid down, my Eyes ſhall take their Oath on't. 5 . 
Arch. And is all this Buſtle about Grf/e; ? _ 
Scrub. That's not all; I cou'd hear but a Word here 
and there; but I remember they mention'd a Count, 2% f. 
Cloſet, a Back-door, and a Key. if 
Arcb. The Count! Did you hear nothing of Mrs. Salα MW. 
Scrub. I did hear ſome Word that ſounded that wa; 
but whether it was Sullen or Dorinda, I cou'd not a | Y 
ſtinguiſh. A 
Arch. You have told this matter to nobody, Brother! = 
Scrub. Told! No, Sir, I thank you for that; I'm re- Fu 
ſolv'd never to ſpeak one Word, pro nor con, till we baue, N 
a Peace. | 
Arch. Youre i'th' right, Brother Scrub; here's 10 ; 
Treaty a-foot between the Count and the Lady.——W. 
The Prieſt and the Chamber-Maid are Plenipotentiaric.Þ* 
lt ſhall go hard, but I find a way to be included 
inthe Treaty. Where's the Doctor now? =. 
Scrub. He and Gipſey are this moment devouring m] 
Lady's Marmalade in the Cloſet. VT 
Aim. | From without.) Martin! Martin! 
Arch. I come, Sir, I come. ? 
Scr. But you forget the other Guinea, Brother Martin WY 
Arch. Here, I give it with all my Heart. 4 
Scrub. AndI ke i it with all my Soul. ¶ Exeunt c. 4 
rally. ] cod, III por your Plotting, Mrs. Gipſey; aud _ 
if you ſhou'd ſet t e Captain upon me, theſe twWo G 
neas will buy me off. X 
E uit 
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nul RE Enter Mes. Sullen and Dorinda, meeting. 


„ 
8 . rs. Sz. Well, Siſter. 
And ö Vor. And wel., Sitter. 
chat rs. Sul. What's become of my Lord? 
'q Do,. What's become ol ni Servant? 
$$\rs. Sul. Servant! H apreiticr Fellow, and a finer 
WW ntleman by filty degrees can his Maſter, 
Dor. O' my Conicience, I fancy you cou'd beg that 
llow at the Gallows-tuo! 
Mrs. Sz/. O' my Con:cicnc? I cou'd, provided I cou'd 
Wt a Friend of yours in his room ? 
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o Dor. You defii*d me, Siſter, to leave you, when you 
Y Wn'greſs'd the Bounds of Honour. ; 

hore Mrs. Sul. Thou dear cen orious Country-Girl 

. 2 hat doit mean? You can't think of the Man with- 

; ; Wt the Bedfellow, I find. 

M, Por. I don't find any thing unnatural in that Thought; 

ar; ie the Mind is converſant with Fleſh and Blood, it 

1 att conform to the Humours of the Company. 
Mrs. Sz. How a little Love and Converſation im- 

her) ore a Woman! Why, Child, you begin to live 

ne. u never ſpoke before. 

bare Dor. Becauſe I was never ſpoke to before: My Lord 
s told me, that I have more Wit and Beauty than any 

2's ny Sex; and truly I begin to think the Man 1s ſincere. 

— Mrs. SJ. You're in the right, Dorinda; Pride is the 

aries Pife of a Woman, and Flattery is our daily Bread; and 


del! Pe's a Fool that won't believe a Man there, as much as 
e that believes him in any thing elſe But I'Il lay you 

19 Guinea, that J had finer things ſaid to me than you had. 

8 Dar. Done W nat did your Fellow fay to ye ? 

Mrs. Sal. My Fellow took the Picture of Venus for 

mine. 

Dor. But my Lover took me for Venus her ſelf. 

Mrs. Sal. Common Cant ! Had my Spark call'd me a 
{Een directly, I ſhou'd have belicy'd him a Madman in 

fe good carneſt. 

Dor. But my Lover was upon his Enees to me. 

Mrs. Sal. And mine was upon his Tiptoes to my. 
ary 
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Dor. Mine vow'd to die for me. 
Mrs. Sul. Mine ſwore to die with me. 
Dor. Mine ſpoke the ſofteſt moving things. N 
Mrs. Sul. Ay, ay, mine had his moving things («i 
Dor. Mine kiſs'd my Hand ten thouſand times. 
Mrs. SA. Mine has all that Pleaſure to come. 
Dor. Mine offer'd Marriage. | 4 
Mrs. Sal. O Lard! D'ye call that a moving thing 
Dor. The ſharpeſt Arrow in his Quiver, my dear Sie 
Why, my ten thouſand Pounds may lie broodt 
here this ſeven Years, and hatch nothing at laſt but {on 
ill-natur*'d Clown like yours: Whereas, if I mar 
my Lord Aimavell, there will be Title, Place and Pe 
dence, the Park, the Play, and the Drawing- Room, Sp1:l 
dor, Equipage, Noiſe, and Flambeaux.— Hey, my La 
AimwelPs Servants there Lights, Lights to 1 
Stairs My Lady AimwwelPs Coach; put forward 
Stand by; make room for her Lady ſhip. Are 1 
theſe things moving? What ! melancholy of a fudda 
Mrs. Sz. Happy, happy Siſter ! your Angel has be 
watchful for your Happineſs, whilit mine has ſlept wil 
gardleſs of his Charge—Long ſmiling Years of circli 
Joys for you, but not one Hour for me ! an 
Dor. Come, my Dear, we'll talk of ſomething e 
Mrs. Sul. O Dorinda, lown my ſelf a Woman tull 
my Sex, a gentle, generous Soul, —eaſy and yicldg 
to ſoft Deſire; a ſpacious Heart, where Love and if 
his Train might lodge: And muſt the fair Apartment 
my Breaſt be made a Stable for a Brute to lie in? | 
Dor. Meaning your Huſband, I ſuppoſe? ? 
Mrs. Sul. Huſband ! No, - Even Huſband is too oi 


Name for him —But come, I expect my Brother li - 
to-night or to- morrow; he was abroad when my Tat th 
married me; perhaps he'll find a way to make me ea 4 
Dor. Will you promiſe not to make your felt ea Wet, 

the mean timewith my Lord's Friend ? ue 
Mrs. S. You miſtake me, Siſter It happens vii = 
us, as among the Men, the greateſt Talkers are the grcal 
Cowards ; and there's a Reaſon for it; thoſe Spi e o 


are ſpent in Plattle, which might do more Miſchi! Hut! 
e 
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R$ took another Courſe —_Tho', to confeſs the 
Ph, I do love that Fellow; And if I met him 
Wit as he ſhould be, and I undreſt as I ſhould be 

ke, Siſter, I have no ſupernatural Gifts; I 
=. wear I cou'd reſiſt the Temptation, tho! I 
—_— {afcly promiſe to avoid it; and that's as much as 
beſt of us can do. [ Excunt. 


hing 

dite Eater Aimwell and Archer laughing. 

od | 

It nb. And the awkard Kindneſs of the good Mother- 
mar old Gentlewoman. 

* 4 Ain. And the coming Eaſineſs of the young one 
> cg geath, 'tis pity to deceive her. 

Laß 4rch. Nay, if you adhere to thoſe Principles, ſtop 
to [Mere you are. 

"ac 4im. I can't ſtop; for I love her to diſtraction. 

\rc 19888 cb. *Sdeath, if you love her a Hair's-breadth be- 
adde end Diſcretion, you muſt go no farther. 


a: beg im Well, well, any thing to deliver us from ſaun- 
et ring away our idle Evenings at White's, Tom's, or 
e, and be tinted to bare looking at our old Ac- 
. aintance, the Cards, becauſe our impotent Pockets 
ug cnt afford us a Guinea for the Mercenary Drabs. 
ale 4rch. Or be obliged to ſome Purſe-proud Coxcomb 
Yr a ſcandalous Bottle, where we muſt not pretend to 
ar ſhare of the Diſcourſe, becauſe we can't pay our 
lub o'th' Reckoning: Damn it, I had rather 
Ponge upon Morris, and ſup upon a Diſh of Bohea 
Por'd behind the Door. 


'0 0: 4im. And there expoſe our want of Senſe by talking 
e riticiſms, as we ſhou'd our want of Money by railing 
Tach the Government. 

c 4rch. Or be obliged to ſneak into the Side-box, and 
ca etween both Houſes teal two Acts of a Play; and be- 


uſe we ha'n't Money to ſee the other three, we come 

ay diſcontented, and damn the whole five. 

An. And ten thouſand raſcally Tricks had 

F< out-l1v'd our Fortunes among our Acquaintance.— 

ut no- i 
Arch. 


185 
chief! 
the 


* 
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Arch. Ay, now is the time to prevent all this — Sti 
while the Iron is hot This Prieſt is the luckieſt 1:8. 
of our Adventure; he ſhall marry you, and pimp for RR, 

Aim. But I ſhould not like a Woman that can be 
fond of a Frenchman. 12 

Arch. Alas, Sir, Neceſſity has no Law; the Lady m o 
be in Diſtreſs; perhaps ſhe has a confounded Huſt. 

and her Revenge may carry her farther than her Love 
Egad, I have 2 an Opinion of her, and of my 


4 
that I begin to fancy ſtrange things; and we muſt 
this for the Honour of our Women, and indeed of! 
ſelves, that they do ſtick to their Men, as they do ed 
their Magna Charta If the Plot lies as I ſuſped- 
I muſt put on the Gentleman But here comes 208 £- 
Doctor: I ſhall be ready. - Jo 

— / 
Enter Foigard. 4 


21 | 


Foig. Saave you, noble Friend. 7 « 
Aim. O Sir, your Servant: Pray, Doctor, may a 
crave your Name ? 1 
Foig. Fat Naam is upon me? My Naam is Foigard, oi 
Aim. Foigerd! A very good Name for a Clergyma 
„ Doctor Foigard, were you ever in Ireland“? ⁵ 
aig. Ireland! No, Joy Fat fort of Plaace is 
ſaam Ireland]? dey ſay de People are catch'd dere wit 
dey are young. '2 
Aim. And ſome of em here when they're old 
for Example [Takes Foigard by the ſhoulder.) Sir, 
arreſt you as a Traytor againſt the Government; you 
a Subject of England, and this Morning ſhew'd me 
Commiſſion by which you ſ{erv'd as Chaplain in ! 
French Army: This is Death by our Law, and youu 
Reverence muſt hang for't. ty 
Foig. Upon my ſoul, noble Friend, dis is tran 
News you tell me, Fader Foigard a Subject of E 1g au 
de Son of a Burgomaſter of Bruſſels a Subject of Eglauf 
Ubooboo E 


1 


* 
W 


Aim. The Son of a Bog: trotter in Ireland; 8 F 
your Tongue will condemn you before any Bench W 
the Kingdom, 7 
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.Stri 25 vig. And is my Tongue all your Evidenſh, Joy ? 


it n. That's enough. ; 
born ig. No, no, Joy, for I will never ſpeak Exgliſb no 
1 be « Ac re. 

An. Sir, I have other Evidence——Here, Martin, 
y o know this Fellow. 
_ 4 Enter Archer. 
nyſe = 4rch. [h a Brogue] Saave you, my dear Cuſſen, 
uit s does vour Health? 


of ol # Foig. Ah! Upon my ſhoul dere is my Countryman, 
/ (0 ed his Brogue will hang mine. [4/ide. ]Mynhere, Icł wet 
at watt hey zacht, Ick Univerſion ewe neat, ſacramant. 
Ain. Altering your Language won't do, Sir, this Fel- 
w knows your Perſon, and will {wear to your Face. 
XX Foig. Faaſh!Fey, is dere a Brogue upon my Faaſh too? 
Arch. Upon my Soulvation dere iſh Joy But, 
Fuſſen Mack/eane, vil you not put a Remembrance up- 
In me. 
= Fig. Mackhbane! By St. Patrick, dat iſh my Naame 
hure enough. 
Aim. I fancy Archer, you have it. 
y mu Feig. The Devil hang you, Joy 
Pence are you my Cuſlen ? 
is Arch. O, de Devil hang your ſhelf, Joy; you k no-. Z 
w e were little Boys togeder upon de School, and your 
Foſter-Moder's Son was married upon my Nurſe's Chi- 
— eer, Joy, and fo we are [ri Cufitns. 
eg. De Devil taake de Relation! Vel, Joy, and fat 
School was it? 
Arch. I think it was——Aay——twas Tipperary. 
Foig. Now, upon my Shoul, Joy, it was Kiltenny. 
Aim. That's enough for us—Self-confeſſion 
Tome, Sir, we muſt deliver you into the Hands of the 
ext Magiſtrate, 
Ach. He ſends you to Goal, you're tried next 
flies, and away you go ſwing into Purgatory. 
# Fig. And is it ſo wid you, Cullen? 
cb. It vil be fo wid you, Cuſſen, if you don't im- 
1 ediately confeſs the Secret between you and Mrs. 
: Cie 


By fat Acquain- 


— 
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Gipſey =Look'e, Sir, the Gallows or the Sec: 
take your Choice. =... 
Foig. The Gallows ! upon my Shoul I hate that ſhan Dau 
Gallows, for ic is a Diſeaſn dat is fatal to our Fami- 
Vel, den, there is nothing, Shentlemens, but Mr 
Sullen would ſpeak wid the Count in her Chamber ze 
Midnight; and dere is no harm, Joy, for I am to cn 
duct the Count to the Plaſh my felt. 7 . 
Arch. As I gueſs'd— Have you communica 
the Matter to the Count? fo 
Foig. 1 have not ſheen him ſince. | 
Arch. Right agen; why then Doctor, 
ſhall conduct me to the Lady inſtead of the Count. | 
Foig. Fat, my Cuſſen to the Lady! Upon my Shou 
gra, dat is too much upon the Brogue. 1 
Arch. Come, come, Doctor; conſider we have ga 
Rope about your Neck, and if you offer to ſqueak, e 
ſtop your Wind- pipe, molt certainly ; we ſhall have aj 
other Job for you in a Day or two, I hope. —_ 
Aim. Here's Company coming this way, let's in 
my Chamber, and there concert our Affairs farther. 
Arch. Come, my dear Cuſſen, come along. [ Exc 


0 
| 


T 
G 
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Foig. Arra the Devil taake our Relaſhion. RY 5 
Enter Boniface, Hounſlow, and Bagſhot at one Das. 
Gibbet at the oppoſite. 1 
Gib. Well, Gentlemen, tis a fine Night for Ente get 
prize. Pne 
. Hounſ. Dark as Hell. 37 


Bag. And blows like the Devil; our Landlord hen . 
has ſnew'd us the Window where we muſt break in, a. 
tells us the Plate ſtands in the Wainſcoat Cupboard 4. 
the Parlour. Ed 

Bon. Ay, ay, Mr. Bagſbot, as the Saying is, Knie: 
and Forks, Cups and Cans, Tumblers and 'Tankards 
There's one Tankard, as the Saying is, that's near upuge 
as big as me; it was a Preſent to the Squire from 
Godmother, and ſmells of Nutmeg and Toalt like *W 
Eaſt- India Ship. 1 

Hounſ. Then you ſay we muſt divide at the Stair-he 4 

© 
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.* „„. Yes, Mr. Hounſlow, as the Saying i: At one 
of the Gallery lies my Lady Bountiful and her 

Mahler; and at the other, Mrs. Sullen——As for the 

—nc— hs 

. He's fate enough, I have fairly enter'd him, and 

"KW more than half Seas over already But ſuch a 

Neel of Scoundrels are about him now, that, I'gad, 

as aſham'd to be {een in their Company. 

9B. Tis now Twelve, as the Saying 1s 

. you mult ſet out at One. 

"5:5. Hounſlow, do you and Bagſcot ice our Arms 
a, and I'll come to you preſently. 

—_ Tounſ. and Bag. We will, [ Exeunt. 

86:4. Well, my dear Bonny, you afſure me that Scrub 

how = Coward. 

4 a Bon. A Chicken, as the Say ing 15——Y ou'll have no 

Soi, eature to deal with but the Ladies. 


Gentle- 
Tate 


Wes. And I can aſſure you, Friend, there's a great 
0 * Wl of Addrefs and good Manners in robbing a Lady ; 
n the molt a Gentleman that way that ever travell'd 
5 I Road But, my dear Bonny, this Prize will be 
ek. Ballon, a Vigo Buline:s I warrant you, we ſhall 


ci 5 of three or four thouiand Pound. 
os. In Plate, Jewels, and Money, as the Say ing is, 
De u may. 
ib. Why then, Tyburn, I defy thee; I'll get up to 
own, {ell of my Horſe and Arms, buy my elf ſome 
Ente etty Employment in the Law, and be as inug and as 
pneſt as Cer a long Gown of 'em all. 
ou. And what think you then of my Daughter 
d he,, for a Wife? 
n, au Gib, Look'e, my dear Bonny — Cherry is the Goddeſs 
dard M :4r-, as the Song goes; but it is a Maxim, that Man 
Bp Wife ſhould never have it in their power to hang 


Knee another; for if they ſhould, the Lord have mercy 
ards | em both, | [Exeunt, 
ar upolif 
om u 


The END S the FourTni ACT, 
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Enter Boniface. of Pe 
Hon. Oming, Ez Coach and ſix foaminſ 


SCENE continues. Knocking without, 


Enter Sir Charles Freeman. 


Sir Ch. What, Fellow! A publick Houſe, and a-b«} 
when other People ſleep? 

Bon. Sir, 1 a'n't a-bed, as the Saying is. m 

Sir CH. I fee that, as the Say ing is! Is Mr. Salli J. 
Family a- bed, think'e? | . 

Bon. All but the Squire himſelf, Sir, as the Sapim Mpch 
is, he's in the Houle. ir 

Sir Ch. What Company has he ? be 

Bon. Why, Sir, there's the Conſtable, Mr. Gage the 
Exciſeman, the hunch-back'd Barber, and two or rl 
other Gentlemen. 

Sir CS, I find my Siſter's Letters gave me the tr 
Picture of her Spouſe. 


Enter Sullen drunk. 


Indin 
D/. 
— ru 
Ante 


County 
2 


Bon. Sir, here's the Squire. BB: ſo 
Sul. The Puppies left me aſleep Sir. . 
Sir Ch. Well, Sir. Wore, 
Sul. Sir, I am an unfortunate Man J have three Bos. 

thouſand Pound a Year, and I can't get a Man to dri end. 

a Cup of Ale with me. Wir C 
Sir Ch, That's very hard. . ſh, 1 
Sul. Ay, Sir, And unleſs you have pity on me, eature 

and ſmoke one Pipe with me, I muſt &en go hom.) 

" 


Wife, and I had rather go to the Devil by half, 
Wr Ch. But I preſume, Sir, you wo'n't {ve your 
I to-night, ſhe'll be gone to Bed you don't uſe 
Je with your Wife in that Pickle * 

J. What! not lie with my Wite! Why, Sir, do you 
mee for an Atheiſt, or a Rake? 
W ir Ch. If you hate her, Sir, I think you had better 
rom her. 


5 


„. I think fo too, Friend——But I am a Juſtice 
eace, and muſt do nothing againſt the Law. 
ir C5. Law! As I take it, Mr. Juſtice, no body ob- 
es Law for Law's ſake, only for the good of thoſe 
whom it was made. 
. But if the Law orders me to ſend you to Goal, 
W muſt lie there, my Friend. 
Wir Ch. Not unleſs I commit a Crime to deſerve it. 
. A Crime! Oons, a'n't I married? 
Sir Ch. Nay, Sir, if you call Marriage a Crime, you 
= diſown it for a Law. 
. Eh! I muſt be acquainted with you, Sir: 
hut, Sir, I ſhou'd be very glad to know the 
e Ich of this Matter. 
Fir C/. Truth, Sir, is a profound Sea, and few there 
that dare wade deep enough to find out the bottom 
. Beſides, Sir, I'm afraid the Line of your Under- 
ding may'n't be long enough. 
Pal. Look'e, Sir, I have nothing to ſay to your Sea 
ruth, but if a good Parcel of Land can entitle a 
Wn to a little Truth, I have as much as any He in the 
Nunty. 
en. I never heard your Worſhip, as the Saying is, 
ſo much before. 
gal. Becauſe I never met with a Man that I lik'd 
Wore, 
> three Won. Pray, Sir, as the Saying is, let me aſk you one 
druch geſtion: Are not Man and Wife one Fleſh? 
Dir Ch, You and your Wife, Mr. Guts, may be one 
Ech, becauſe you are nothing elſe —But rational 
on me, atures have Minds that muit be united. | 
home“. Minds! 
1 Sir 


J 


e Un, 
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Sir Ch. Ay, Minds, Sir; don't you think that iu 
Mind takes place of the Body! 8 
Sul. In ſome People 3 
Sir Ch. Then the Intereſt of the Maſter muſt be c 
ſulted before that of his Servant. = 
Sul. Sir, you ſhall dine with me to-morrow " 
Oons, I always thought that we were naturally one. NN. 
Sir Chy I know that my two Hands are natura 
one, becauſe they love one another, kiſs one anothe; 
help one another in all the Actions of Life; but I cc 
not ſay ſo much, if they were always at Cuffs. 
Sul. Then 'tis plain that we are two. 
Sir Ch. Why don't you part with her, Sir? 
Sul. Will you take her, Sir? 
Sir Ch. With all my heart. . 
Sul. You ſhall have her to-morrow Morning, andi 
Veniſon-Paſty into the Bargain. 
Sir Ch. You'll let me have her Fortune too ? | 
Sul. Fortune! why, Sir, I have no Quarrel to 
Fortune only hate the Woman, Sir; and «i 
but the Woman ſhall go. + 
Sir Ch. But her Fortune, Sir 
Sul. Can you play at Whiſk, Sir? 
Sir Ch. No, truly, Sir. 
Su. Nor at All-fours ? 
Sir Ch. Neither. . 
Sul. Oons! where was this Man bred? [ Afide ] Bu 


. 
o - 
* 
A 
_— 
* 


me, Sir, I can't go home, *tis but Two a- clock. *% 
Sir Ch. For halt an Hour, Sir, if you pleaſe 4 5 
But you muſt conſider 'tis late. . wh 
Sul. Late! that's the Reaion I can't go to Bed by Mr 
Come, Sir— 5 54 
/ 
Enter Cherry, runs acroſs the Stage, and knocks at Ai 2 Mr: 
well's Chamber-door. Enter Aimwell in his N Dor 
cap and Gown. | 8 ov 
Aim. What's the matter? You tremble, Child, you! Lalo 
frighted ? d 


Cher. No wonder, Sir But in ſhort, Sir, this vi 4 I 
Minute a Gang of Rogues are gone to rob my 14 

3 R Dan 

Bauutiful's Houle, 3 
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i. How! 
co by [ dog's em to the very Dcor, and left em 
Waking in. 
-_ fs. Have you alarm'd any body elſe with the 
Neos? 
„bee. No, no, Sir; I wanted to have diſcover'd the 
„ole Plot, and twenty other things, to your Man Mar- 
but I have fearch'd the whole Houle, and can't 
him: where is he? 
Ain. No matter, Child; will you guide me imme- 
Wtcly to the Houle? 
Cher. With all my heart, Sir; my Lady Bountiful is 
: Wy Godmother, and I love Mrs. Dorinda ſo well 
are Lim. Dorinda The Name inſpires me, the Glory 
a the Danger ſhall be all my o-.-n— Come, my Liſe, 
I me but get my Sword, [Excurnt, 


0 K 0 dCENE changes to @ Bed-chamber in Lady Bountiful's 


Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda, undre/sd; a Table 
; and Lights. 


. 


Dor. Tis very late, Siſter; no News of your Spouſe 
t: | 

Mrs. Sal. No; I'm condemn'd to be alone till to- 
Wards Four, and then, perhaps, I may be executed 
ich his Company. 
Dor. Well, my Dear, I'll leave you to your Reſt; 
ell go directly to Bed, I ſuppoſe. 
= Mrs. Sal. I don't know what to do:—Hey-ho! 
Dor. That's a deſiring Sigh, Siſter. 
= ; Mrs. Sul. This is a languiſhing Hour, Siſter. 

WE Dr. And might prove a critical Minute, if the pretty 


Ni 
Jello were here. 

8 Mrs. Su{. Here! what in my Bed-chamber, at two 
„uon 


aaock i'th' Morning, I undreis'd, the F amily aſleep, 
hated Husband l. and my lovely Fellow at 


Oy Wy Feet O gad, Siſter. | 
y 4 Der. Thonghts are free, Siſter, and them I allow 


80, my Dear, good night. [Exit. 
3 Mrs, 


/ 
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Mrs. Sul. A good Reſt to my dear Dorinda. 
Thoughts free! are they ſo? Why then ſuppoſe i 
here, dreſs'd like a youthful, gay, and burning But 
groom ; [Here Archer feals out of the Ch; 41. . 
Tongue enchanting, Eyes bewitching, Knees ini 
ring. ¶ Turns a little on one fide, and jees Archer in Wl 
Poſture ſhe deſcribes.) Ah! [Shrieks, and runs to th ef 1 
fide of the Stage. ] Have my Thoughts rais'd a Spi 
What are you, Sir, a Man or a Devil? 

Arch. A Man, a Man, Madam, Nich 

Mrs. Sy. How ſhall I be ſure of it ? : 

Arch. Madam, PII give you Demonſtration this 
nutte. [ Takes her Il 8 

Mrs. Fal. What, Sir! do you intend to be rude! 

Arch. Yes, Madam, if you pleaſe. . 

Mrs. Sul. In the Name of Wonder, whence came 

Arch. From the Skies, Madam I'm a T upit« 
Love, and you ſhall be my Allmend. 

Mrs. Sl. How came you in? 

Arch. I flew in at the Window, Madam; your | 
fin Cupid lent me his Wings, and your Sitter J. 
open d the Caſement. 

Irs. Sal. I'm ſtruck dumb with Admiration. 
Arch. And I with Wonder. ¶ Looks pactonatiſy at 
Mrs. Cal. What will become of me? 

Arch. How beautiful ſhe locks ! The tee! 
jolly Spring imiles in her blooming Face, and w 
was conceiv'd, her Mother ſmelt to Rotes, lockt 
Lillies 

Lilies unfold their White, their ſragrant nk 

When the alarm Sun thus darts into their A 


Run is | 


Mrs. Sul. Ah! [Cbrieks.) 


* « F TOR” „ 1 : * * 4 > * g a 
ä——ꝓu ITS. SITTES © * . 
. | % 4+, 2066s ICE. „ - - > 


Arch, Oons, Madam, what do you mean ? Yor * 
raiic the Houte. | 
Mrs. $41. Sir, PH wake the Dead before I 111 heart 

Wat! Approa ch me with the Freedom: 6 8 

Keeper! I'm glad on't, your Impudence has: __ 

Arch. It ti Le Imp: Tels Nee, 22 418 110 Ning. 


partial icli; no panting Pilgrim, after a tediou "I 
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Voyage, cer bow'd before his Saint with more De- 
tion. ig Se 

Mrs. SJ. Now, now, I'm ruin'd if he kneels. [A d..] 
ie thou proſtrate Engineer; not all thy undermining 


in hail reach my Heart Riſe, and know I am a 

wu oman without. my Sex; I can love to all the Tender- 

„es of Wiſhes, Sighs, and Tears——But go no farther. 

1 Still to convince you that I'm more than Woman, 

r can ſpeak my Frailty, confeſs my Weakneſs even for 
| | ou but 

Riß 5 Arch. For me! [ Going to lay hold on her. 


Mrs. Sz. Hold, Sir, build not upon that for my 
Moi mortal Hatred follows, if you diſobey what 1 


 Eommand you now leave me this Minute —If he 
- enies, I'm loſt. [ Ade. 
Ach. Then you'll promiſe 


Mrs. Sul. Any thing another time. 
Ach. When ſhall 1 come? 
Mrs. Sal. To-morrow, when you will, 
Ab. Your Lips muſt ſcal the Promiſe. 
rs. Sul. Pſhay ! 
Ab. They muſt, they mult, [ Ki/es her.] Raptures 
nd Paradiſe! And why not now, my Angel? The 
lime, the Place, Silence and Secreſy, all conſpire — 
nd the now conſcious Stars have pre-ordain'd this 
loment for my Happinels. {| Takes her in his Arms. 
(00 Mrs. Sal. You will not, cannot, ſure. 
# Arch. If the Sun rides faſt, and diſappoints not Mor- 
eo of to-morrow's Dawn, this N ight ſhall crown my 
Joys. 
Mrs. Sal. My Sex's Pride aſſiſt me. 
= Arch. My Sex's Strength help me. 
= Mrs. Sal. You ſhall kill me firſt. 
$- Arch. I'll die with you. [ Carrying her off. 
= Mrs, Sul. Thieves, Thieves, Murder 


Enter Scrub, in his Breeches and one Shoe. 


0" "8 Scrub. Thieves, Thieves, Murder, Po ery! 

cb. Ha! the very timorous Stag will kill in Rut- 
ig-time. [ Draws, and offers to flab Scrub. 
7 4 b 2 Scrub. 


. 
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Scrub. [ Kneeling.) O pray, Sir, ſpare all I have, vn 
take my Life. the 

Mrs. Sal. | Holding Archer's Hand.] What does H 
Fellow mean ? 1 
Scrub. O Madam, down upon your Knees, 1 th 
Marrow- bones he's one of them. 24 

Arch. Of whom? 

Scrub. One of the Rogues I beg your Pail 
one of the honeſt Gentlemen that juſt now are broke! A 20 
to the Houſe. 4 

Arch. How ! ; 

Mrs. Sul. I hope you did not come to rob me? 

Arch. Indeed I did, Madam, but I wou'd have taky = 
nothing but what you might very well ha' ipar'd ; \n 
your crying Thieves has wak'd this dreaming 4 1 
and ſo he takes em for granted. 30 

Scrub. Granted ! 'tis granted, Sir; take all we 1 

Mrs. Sul. The Fellow looks as if he were broke "0 
of Bedlam. 1 

Scrub. Oons, Madam, they are broke into the Ha 
with Fire and Sword; I ſaw them, heard them, the. 
be here this Minute. 1 

Arch. What, Thieves! 

Scrub. Under favour, Sir, I think ſo. 

Mrs. Sul. What ſhall we do, Sir ? | 

Arch. Madam, I wiſh your Ladyſhip a good Nigg 

Mrs. Sul. Will you leave me? £ 

Arch. Leave you! Lord, Madam, did not you cn 
mand me to be gone juſt now, upon pain of your Wl 
mortal Hatred. 

Mrs. Sul. Nay, but pray, Sir | 

[Takes Hold < i 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha, now comes my turn to be 
viſt'd You ſce now, Madam, you mult uſe Men. 
way or other; but take this by the way, good Mat 
that none but a Fool will give you the Benef:t of 
Courage, unleſs you'll take his Love al long wit th i: 
How are they arm'd, Friend ? 

Scrub, With Sword and Piſtol, Sir. 


+ 
5 U 
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. Huſh ! — I fee a dark Lanthom coming thro' 
WS Galicry — Madam, be afſured I will protect you, 
oe my Liſe. | 
iss. Sz]. Your Life! no Sir, they can rob me of no- 
4 2 be that I value halt ſo much; therefore now, Sir, let 
mtreat you to be gone. 
=. No, Madam, Þ | conſult my own Safety, for 
ra fake of yours; Dil work by Stratagem : Have you 
en rage enough to ſtand the Appearance of 'em? 
Mr. Sl. Yes, yes, ſince I have *icaped your Hande, 
I Fan face any thing. 


.ch. Come hither, Brother Scrub; don't you know 
tak ? 


i. d. Eb! my dear Brother, let me kiſs the. 

oil | [K:/es Archer. 

Ach. This way - Here 

1,,_ [ Archer and Scrub hide behind the Bed. 
A 

ke RE tr Gibbet with a dark Lanthorn in one Hand, and 

Ea ö a Piſtol in other. 

* 5 ib. Ay, ay, this is the Chamber, and the Lady alone. 

urs. S/. Who are you, Sir? What wou'd you have? 


=DÞ'ye come to rob me? 

Gib. Rob you! Alack-a-day, Madam, I'm only a 

Punger Brother, Madam; and ſo, Madam, if you 
iet Fake a Noiſe, I'll ſhoot you through the Head: But 
rt be afraid, Madam, [ Laying his Lanthorn and Piſtol 
or the Table.) Theſe Rings, Maiam ; don't be con- 
rn'd, Madam; I have a profound Reſpect for you, 
adam; your Keys, Madam; don't be frighted, Ma- 
am; I'm the moſt of a Gentleman: [Searching her 
ces. ] This Necklace, Madam; I never was rude to 
ny Lady !\——] have a Veneration —for this Neck- 
ce 


\ 1-8 Here Archer having come round, and ſeix'd the 
%, takes Gibbet by the Collar, trips up his Heels, 
et claps the Piſtol to his Breaſt. | 


eb. Hold, profane Villain, and take the Reward 
f thy Sacrilege. | | 
Gib. Oh! pray, Sir, don't kill me; I an't prepar'd. 
Arch. How many is there of em, Scrub? 

D 3 Scrub. 
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Scrub, Five and Forty, Sir. 4 
Arch. Then I muſt kill the Villain, to have him 0; 
of the way. ; hin b 
. Gib. Hold! hold! Sir; we are bat three, upon my 
Honour. =. ; 
Arch. Scrub, will you undertake to ſecure him ? F 
Scrub. Not I, Sir, kill him, kill him. ( 
Arch. Ran to Gip/ey's Chamber, there you'll find the 
Doctor; bring him hither preſently. 
| [Exit Scrub running 
Come, Rogue, if you have a ſhort Prayer, {ay it. 
Gi. Sir, I have no Prayer at all; the Governmer: * 
has provided a Chaplain to ſay Prayers for us on thee RF 
Occaſions. i 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, don't kill him 
me as much as him. == 
Arch. The Dog ſhall die, Madam, for being the oc. 
caſion of my Dilappointment=—=Sirrah, this Moment 
25 your laſt, | 1 
Gib. Sir, I'll give you two hundred Pounds to ſpar: = 
my Life. 
Arch. Have you no more, Raſcal ? 25 
Gib. Yes, Sir, I can command four hundred; but 1 
muſt reſerve two of em to fave my Life at the Seflions, 
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You fright . 5 


Enter Scrub aud Foigard. 

Arch. Here, Doctor; I ſuppoſe Scrub and you, be- 
tween you, may manage him Lay hold of him, Wt 
Doctor. [Foigard /ays hold of Gibbet. 1 
Gib. What! turn'd over to the Prieſt already —— Wet all 
Look'e, Doctor, you come before your time; I a'n't er 
condemn'd yet, I thank ye. Y 

Fig. Come, my dear Joy, I vil ſecure your Body 
and your Shoul too: I vil make you a good Catholick, 
and give you an Abſolution. 

Gib. Abſolution! can you procure me a Pardon, 
Doctor? ö 

Foig. No, Joy — 

Gib. Then you and your Abſolution may go to the 
Devil. OP 

rc, 


The BEAUX STRATAGEM. 77 


. Convey him into the Cellar, there bind him: 
8 Take the Piſtol, and if e offers to reſiſt, ſhoot 
" ERS thro' the Head 
= 5peccd you can. 
Wb. Ay, ay; come, Doctor, do you hold him faſt, 
| I' guard him. 
Is. Sul. But how came the Doctor? 
. In ſhort, Madam— [Shrieking without] 
cath! the Rogues are at work with the other La- 
I'm vexd I parted with the Pittol; but I muſt 
to their Aſſiſtancc— Will you ſtay here, Madam, 
venture your (cit with ma? | 
Mrs. Sz. Oh, with you, dear Sir, with you. 


and come back to us with all 


ang 8 


79 4 


3 


nent! 


het 
: [Takes him by the Arm, and Exeunt. 
ight EScexr changes to another Apartment in the ſame 
= Houſe. 
= Er Hounſlow dragging the Lady Bountiful, and 
"BE Pagihot baw/ing in . the Rogues with Swords 
bar 8 draws. 
Haun. Come, come, your Jewels, Miſtreſs. 
Bab. Your Keys, your Keys, old Gentlewoman. 
ut 1 i 
= Enter Aimwell and Cherry. 


Ain. Turn this way, Villains; I durſt engage-an 

my in ſuch a Cauſe. [ He engages em both. 

be- Dor. O, Madam! had I but a Sword to help the 

im, rave Man! 

bet. L. Pount. There's three or four hanging up in the 
all, but they won't draw. Fil go fetch one, how- 


ont {ever [Exit. 
5 Euter Archer and Mrs. Sullen. 

ody Arch. Hold, hold, my Lord; every Man his Bird» 

Ck, pray. [They engage Man to Man; the Rogues are 


1 thrown down, and diſarmed. . 
on, C. What! the Rogues taken! then they'll im- 
each my Father ! I mutt give him timely Notice. 


ö [ Runs out. 
the Arch. Shall we kill the Rogues? 
D 4 Aim. 
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Aim. No, no; we'll bind them. 0 
Arch. Ay, ay; here, Madam, lend me your Garte, 
[To Mrs. Sullen, who ftands by lin 
Mrs. Sul. The Devil's in this Fellow; he fights, love 
and banters, all in a Breath: Here's a Cord tha: (1,8 
Rogues brought with 'em, I ſuppoſe, - W- 
Arch. Right, right; the ng jab Deſtiny, a Rope 
hang himſelf Come, my Lord, this is but uu 
ſcandalous ſort of an Office; [ Binding the Rogues tg. 
ther. ] if our Adventures ſhou'd end in this fort of Hang 
man-work ; but I hope there is ſomething in proſpet} 
that—[ Ezter Scrub.] Well, Scrub, have you ſecur'Þ 
your Tartar ? - 
Scrub. Yes, Sir; I left the Prieſt and him diſputin | 
about Religion. _ 
Aim. And pray carry theſe Gentlemen to reap th! 
Benefit of the Controverſy. [Delivers the Priſoners t 
| Scrub, who leads em ot, 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, Siſter, how came my Lord here? 
Dor. And pray, how came the Gentleman here?“ 
Mrs. Sul. I'Il tell you the greateſt Piece of Villany=|M 
[They talk in dumb Shu WE ,, 
Aim. I fancy, Archer, you have been more ſucces Mw 
ful in your Adventures than the Houſe- breakers. | 
Arch. No matter for my Adventure, yours is ti: 
principal. Preſs her this minute to marry you iſ 
now, while ſhe's hurried between the Palpitation 
of her Fear and the Joy of her Deliverance; now, while 
the Tide of her Spirits are at High-flood ; throy 
your ſelf at her Feet, ſpeak ſome Romantick Nonſenſe i 
or other ;—addreſs her, like Alexander in the Height 
of his Victory; confound her Senſes, bear down her m 
Reaſcn, and away with her: The Prieſt is now in 
the Cellar, and dare not refuſe to do the Work. 


Enter Lady Bountiful. 


Mr 


Aim. But how ſhall I get off without being obſerv d! I 
Arch. You a Lover! and not find a way to get of: i... 
Let me ſee. * 


Aim. Lou bleed, Archer, 
Arch. 


PP 


The BEAUX STRATAGEM.: 79 


a Arch. Sdeath, I'm glad on't; this Wound will do 
e Buſineſs I'll amuſe the old Lady and Mrs. Sal- 
about dreſſing my Wound, while you carry off Do- 


2 2 7 | A. 
. Bur. Gentlemen, cou'd we underſtand how you 
od be gratified for the Services - 


.. Come, come, wo Lady, this is no time for 


Peuempliments; I'm wounded, Madam. 

ut LL. Boun. and Mrs. Sul. How! wounded ! 

e Dor. I hope, Sir, you have receiv'd no hurt? 

ang Am. None but what you may cure. 

pe [ Makes Love in dumb Shego. 

cur (BT Bonn. Let me ſee your Arm, Sir I muſt have 
e Powder-ſugar to ſtop the Blood O me! An 

ute i Gaſh ; upon my word, Sir, you malt go into Bed. 
ab. Ay, my Lady, a Bed wou'd do very well 

So Edam, [7o Mrs. Sullen] will you do me the Favour 


cond act me to a Chamber? 


af IL. Boun. Do, do, Daughter, while I get the 
21 Wnt, and the Probe, and the Plaiſter ady. 


[ Runs out one way, Aimwell carries off Dorinda 
WV anther. 
cb. Come, Madam, why don't you obey your 
"Mother's Commands. | 
Mrs. Sal. How can you, after what is paſt, have the 
| nfdence to aſk me? | 
Hrch. And if you go to that, how can you, after 
Bat is paſt, have the Confidence to deny me ? 
s not this Blood ſhed in your Defence, and my Life 
os'd for your Protection? —Look'e Madam, I'm 
he of your Romantick Fools, that fight Giants and 
Wniters for nothing; my Valour is downright Saſs; 
In a Soldier of Fortune, and mutt be paid. 
Mrs. Sal. Tis ungenerous in you, Sir, to upbraid 
with your Services. | 
Ab. Tis ungenerous in you, Madam, not to reward 
ers. 8 How! At the Expence of my Honour? 
t off: N-. Honour! Cin Honour confiſt with Ingrati- 
Ws: If you wou'd deal like a Weman of 3 

D 5 | 


is the 
' you, 
tation 
while 
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like a Man of Honour: D'ye think I would deny m — 
in ſuch a Caſe? M 


Enter a Servant. au 
he: 


Ser. Madam, my Lady order'd me to tell you th 
your Brother 1s below at the Gate. WM 
Mrs Sul. My Brother! Heavens be praisd—9 
he ſhall thank you for your Services; he has it 
his power. _ 
Arch. Who is your Brother, Madam? 23 
Mrs. Sul. Sir Charles Freeman You'll exch 
me, Sir; I muſtgo and receive him. = 
Arch. Sir Charles Freeman ! Sdeath and Hell 


[ 
* 


My old Acquaintance. Now, unleſs 4: well has mal 

good uſe of his Time, all our fair Machine goes (ou 

into the Sea, like the Edi/tone. [ £48 7 
Sc E. N E changes to the Gallery in the ſame Houſe. * 


Enter Aimwell and Dorinda. 

Der. Well, well, my Lord, you have conquer 
your late generous Action will, 1 hope, plead for 
ealy yielding; tho' I muſt own, your Lord ſhip ha 
Friend in the Fort before. 4 

Aim. The Sweets of Hybla dwell upon her Toni 
Here, Doctor # 


Enter Foigard, with a Book. 


Foig. Are you prepar'd boat? A 
Dor. I'm ready : But firſt, my Lord, one Word * aſt 


F have a frightful example of a haſty Marriage in WW x, 
own Family ; when I reflect upon't, it ſhocks mc. 4 
Pray, my Lord, conſider a little — ex 
Aim. Confider! Do you doubt my Honour or 
Leve? 4, 
Dor. Neither; I do believe you equally juſt as bn 4; 
And were your whole Sex drawn out for me 4; 
chuſe, I wou'd not caſt a look upon the Multituct 4; 
you were abſent But, my Lord, I'm a Won * 


Colours, Concealments, may kide a thouſand Faule 
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Therefore know me better firſt ; I hardly dare 
wl know myſelf in any thing except my Love. 
.. Such Goodneſs who could injure! I fnd my 
8 unequal to the Taſk of Villain; ſhe has gain'd my 
i. and made it honeſt like her o. -n I cannot hurt 
ber. U . Doctor, retire. [Exit Foigard.] Madam, 
„old your Lover and your Proſelyte, and judge of my 
mon by my Converhon — I'm all a Lye, nor dare 
„ie a Piction to your Arms: I'm all a Counterfeit, 
* Neept my Paſſion. 
Do,. Forbid it, Heaven ! a Counterfeit! 
Ain. I am no Lord, but a poor needy Man, come 
Wth a mean, a ſcandalous Deſign to prey upon your 
Wortune——But the Beauties of your Mind and Perſon 
Wve ſo won me from my ſelf, that, like a truſty Ser- 
nt, I prefer the Intereſt of my Miſtreſs to my own. 
Dor. Sure I have had the Dream of ſome poor Ma- 
ner, a ſleeping Image of a welcome Port, and wake 
—@volv'd in Storms——Pray, Sir, who are you? 
Aim. Brother to the Man whoſe Title I uſurp'd, but 
ranger to his Honour or his Fortune. 
rg Por. Matchleſs Honefty !-—Once I was proud, Sir, 


u ti: 


12 your Wealth and Title, but now am prouder that 
oa want it: Now I can ſhew, my Love was juſtly le- 


elbd, and had no Aim but Love. Doctor, come in. 


Pete Foigard at one Door, Gipſey at another, who 
4k awhiſpers Dorinda. | 


our Pardon, Sir, we ſha'n't want you now. Sir, you 
nut excuſe me——['ll wait on you preſently. 


ord | [Exit with Gipſey. 
_ Fig. Upon my Shoul, now, dis is fooliſh. [ Exit. 
C. 


Aim. Gone! And bid the Prieſt depart “It has an 
eminous Look. | 


* Or 0 Enter Archer. 
; Arch. Courage, Tom Shall I wiſh you Joy 
8 ba Aim. No. 
N 4 Arch. Oons! Man, what ha' you been doing 
_ Aim. O Archer, my Honeſty, I fear, has ruin'd me. 


Arch. How! 
Ain. 
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Aim. J have diſcover'd my ſelf. 

Arch. Diſcover'd ! And without my Conſent ? Wil 
Have I embark'd my ſmall Remains in the ſame de 
tom with yours, and you diſpoſe of all without a 
Partnerſhip. 

Aim. O Archer, T own my Fault. 70 

Arch. After Conviction— Tis then too late for 2 1 
don vou may remember, Mr. Aimavell, that wii 
e this Folly As you begun, ſo end it Heng 

orth I'll hunt my Fortune ſingle.— 80 farewell. 

Aim. Stay, my dear Archer, but a minute. - the 

Arch. Stay! What, to be deſpis'd, expos'd, and laugif | 
at!————No: I wou'd fooner change Conditions vi 
the worſt of the Rogues we juſt now bound, than bes 
one ſcornful Smile from the proud Knight, that ond; 
treated as my Equal. . 1 

Aim. What Knight? N 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman, Brother to the Lady ti thy 
I had almoſt But no matter for that, tis a cur 
Night's Work; and ſo I leave you to make the beſt i] 

Aim. Freeman one Word, Archer. Stil] 
have Hopes; methought ſhe receiv'd my Contclil | 
with Pleaſure. Xs 

Arch. *Sdeath, who doubts it ? 

Aim. She conſented after to the Match; and any 
dare believe ſhe will be jul. . 
Arch. To her ſelf, I warrant her, as you hor 
have been. | 
Aim. By all my Hopes ſhe comes, and ſmiling com 


Enter Dorinda mighty gay. 


Dor. Come, my dear Lord I fly with Impatier I 
to your eee, Minutes of my Abſence va 
tediors Year. Where's this Prieſt ? 


Enter Foigard. 


Arch. Oons, a brave Girl ! 


Dor. I ſuppoſe, my Lord, this Gentleman is pu 
to our Affairs ? 


Arco. Yes, yes, Madam, I'm to be your ne” 
: of 
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be.. Come, Prieſt, do your Cffice. 
Ve. Make haſte, make haſte ; couple 'em any 
De Wy [Takes Aimwell's Hand.] Come, Madam, I'm to 
t nec you. 
BSD. My Mind's alter'd ; I Won't. 
—_ 1. Eh— 
n. I'm confounded. 
Pi. Upon my Shoul, and ſho is my ſhelf. 
ech. What's the matter now, Madam? 
W Dr. Look'e, Sir, one generous Action deſerves ano- 


his Gentleman's Honour oblig'd him to hide 
vi ching from me; my Juſtice engages me to conceal no- 
5 Wit ing from nim: In thort, Sir, you are the Perſon that 


be u tought you countertcited ; you are the true Lord 
iſcount Aimærell; and I with your Lordſhip Joy. 
Wow, Prieſt, you may be gone; if my Lord is now 
Peas'd with the Match, let his Lordſhip marry me in 
e Face of the World. 

Aim. Archer, what does ſhe mean? 

D:r. Here's a Witneſs for my Truth. 


Enter Sir Charles and Mrs. Sullen. 


Sir Ch. My dear Lord Aimacell, I wiſh you Joy. 
Ain. Of what? | 
ir C. Of your Honour and Eſtate. Your Brother 
ed the Day before I left London; and all your Friends 
Wave writ atter you to Pry/els ; among the reſt, I did 
y ſelf the Honour. | 
= 4b. Hearbe, Sir Knight, don't you banter now? 
Sir CY. Tis truth, upon my Honour. 
Aim. Thanks to the pregnant Stars that form'd this 
tiere ccident. 
vas Wo rb. Thanks to the Womb of Time that brought 
ſorch; away with it. 
Ain. Thanks to my Guardian Angel that led me to 
Me Prize [22 Ling Dorinda's Hand. 
Ab. And double Thanks to the noble Sir Carles 
wr eemanr. My Lord, 1 with you Joy. My Lady I with 
Wy ou Joy ————I-zav, fir Dran, youre the ho- 
Wektelt Fellow living——"odcath, I'm grown ſtrangely 
airy 


- 
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airy upon this Matter=—My Lord, how d'ye ?!—_ 
A Word, my Lord: Don't you remember lometi;iing : 
of a previous A reement, that entitles me to the Mo-f | 
ety of this Lady's Fortune, which, I think, will a 
mount to five thouſand Pound. 4 
Aim. Not a Penny, Archer: You wou'd ha” cut ml 
Lady. juſt now, becauſe I wou'd not deceive ul | 
Ar 4 Ay, and Þ'll cut your Throat ſtill, if you ſhoulſ 
deceive her now. 
Aim. That's what l expect; and to end the Diſpute 


the Lady's Fortune is ten thouſand Found, Well d = @ 
vide the Stakes; take the ten thouſand Pound, or te 
Lady. - 
Dor. How ! Is your Lordſhip ſo indifferent? —_ 
Arch. No, no, no, Madam; his Lordſhip knows ver” 


well, that I'll take the Money leave you to! ab 4 
Lordſhip, and ſo we're both provided for. . 


Enter Foigard. | 3 


: Foig. Arra fait, de People do ſay you be all rob 
OY. 1 
Aim. The Ladies have been in ſome danger, Sir, u he 
you ſaw. 
Foig. Upon my Shoul, our Inn be robb'd too. 
Aim. Oar Inn! By whom ? 
Fois. Upon my Shalwation, our Landlord has robb' 
himſelf, and run away wid da Money, 
Arch. Robb'd himſelf! 
Foig. Ay fait! and me too of a hundred Pounds. 
Arch. Robb d you of a hundred Pound ! 
Foig. Yes fait, Honny, that I did owe him. i 
Aim. Our Money's gone, Frank. = 4 
Arch. Rot the Money, my Wench is gpone——— 
Scavez Vous quelque choſe de Madamoifelle Cherry ? | 


Enter a Fellow with a ſtrong Box and a Letter. E 


Fell. Is there one Martin here ? | 
Arch. Ay, ay, who wants him ? = Hz 
Fell. J have a Box here, and a Letter for him. WY 


Arch. 


ch. 


E d = 1 


* 7 


Sal. What's all this? 
you had like to have been robb'd. 


* 
= 7.4. 
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Arch. (Taking the Box.) Ha, ha, ha, what's here? 
perdemain! By this Light, my Lord, our Money 
Wain! but this unfolds the Riddle. [Opening the Let- 
„ reads. ] Hum, hum, hum 0, *tis tor the publick 
ood, and maſt be communicated to the Company. 


Mr. Martin, 

Y Father being afraid of an Impeachment by the 
Rogues that are taken to- night, is gone off ; but if 
& can procure him a Pardon, hell make great Diſcove- 
ies that may be uſeful to the Country. Cou'd I have 
„, you inſtead of your Maſjler to-night, I wou'd have 
iver'd my ſelf into your hands, with a Sum that much 
rcd that in your ſtrong Box, which I have ſent you, 
Will an Aſſurance to my dear Martin, that T ball ever 
Pe bis moft faithful Friend til] Death, 
Cherry Boniface. 
here's a Billet-doux for yon — As for the Father, I 


5 hink he ought to be encouraged; and for the Daugh- 
Wcer—Pray, my Lord, perſuade your Bride to take 


Wher into her Service inf cad of %%. 


Aim. I can aſſure yon, Madam, your Deliverance 


waz owing to her Diſcovery. 


Dor. Your Command, my Lord, will do without 
the Obligation. UII take care of her, 
Sir Ch, This good Company meets opportunely in 


WE ſf:vour of a Deſign I have in behalf of my unfortunate 
W Siler: J intend to part her from her Husband,—Gen- 
We tiemen, will you athit me? 


Arch. Aſſiſt you! *Sdeath, who wou'd not? 


E Foig. Ay, upon my Shoul, Mall alſhiſt. 


Enter Sullen. 


They tell me, Spouſe, that 


Mrs. Sul. Truly, Spouſe, I was pretty near ii 


Had not theſe two Gentlemen interpos'd. 


Sul. How came thele Gentlemen here? 


Mrs, 


* 
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Mrs. Sul. That's his way of returning Thanks, yy 5 
muſt know. c = 
Foig. Ay, but upon my Conſhience de Queſia 
be à propo, for all dat. | = 
Sir Char. You promis'd laſt Night, Sir, that y«, 
would deliver your Lady to me this Morning. 9 
Sul. Humph. N. 
Arch. Humph! What do you mean by Humph- 
Sir, you ſhall deliver her In ſhort, Sir, we haue! 
ſav'd you and your Family; and if you are not civil | 
we'll unbind the Rogues, join with them, and ſet in, 
to your Houſe What does the Man mean ? Nc 
part with his Wife! 0 
Fig. Arra, not part wid your Wife! Upon m. 
Shoul de Man does not underſtand common Shivility, þ 
Mrs. Sul. Hold, Gentlemen; all things here mut, 
move by Conſent; Compulſion would fpoil us: La 
my Dear and I talk the Matter over, and you ſhall WR 
judge it between us. 1 
841. Let me know firſt who are to be our Judges:— | 
Pray, Sir, who are you? 4 
Sir Ch. I am Sir Charles Freeman, come to take a KR 
way your Wife. 

Sul. And you, good Sir? 
Aim. Charles Viſcount Aimavell, come to take away Þ 
your Siſter. | 

Sul. And you, pray Sir? 

Arch. Francis Archer, Eſq; come . WW 

Sul. To take away my Mother, I hope—— Gentle 
men, you're heartily welcome: I never met with three 
more obliging People ſince I was born And now, 
my Dear, it you pleaſe, you ſhall have the firſt Word. 

Arch. And the laſt, for five Pound. 22 

Mrs. Sal. Spouſe. 

Sul. Rib. 

Mrs. Sal. How long have you been marry'd ? 

Sul. By the Almanack, fourteen Month —bit 
by my Account, fourteen Years. 

Mrs. Sal. Tis thereabout by ry Reckoning. 

Fiig. Upon my Conſhience dere Accounts vil agree. 
Mrs, 
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Mrs. Su]. Pray, Spouſe, what did you marry for? 
. To get an Heir to my Eſtate. 
ir Ch. And have you ſucceeded? 
_— Ful. No. 
.. The Condition fails of his fide. 
adam, what did you marry for? 
XX Mrs. Sa“. To ſupport the Weakneſs of my Sex by 
e Strength of his, and to enjoy the Pleaſures of an 
Wrecable Society. 
t fre Sir Ch. Are your Expectations anſwer'd ? 
No Mrs. Sul. No. 
ig. Arra Honeys, a clear Caaſe, a clear Caaſe ! 

my, Sir CS. What are the Bars to your mutual Content« 
lity. ent? 
mut Mrs. Su. In the firſt place, I can't drink Ale with him. 
Le Sal. Nor can I drink Tea with her. 
ſhal Mrs. Su}. J can't hunt with you. 
al. Nor can I dance with you. 
— Mrs. Sa. J hate Cocking and Racing. 
Sul. And I abhor Ombre and Picquet. 
Mrs. Sx. Your Silence is intolerable. 
Sl. Your Prating is worſe. 
Mrs. Sul. Have we not been a perpetual Offence to 
way ach other—A gnawing Vulture at the Heart? | 

Sul. A frightful Goblin to the Sight. 

2 Mrs. Sul. A Porcupine to the Feeling. 

Sul. Perpetual Wormu cod to the Taſte. 
itle- Mrs. Sul. Is there on Earth a thing we can agree in? 
hree Sul. Ves to part. 
ow. Mrs. Sul. With my heart. 
ord. Srl. Your Hand. 
mA Mrs. Sal. Here. 

. Theſe Hands join'd us, theſe ſhall part us.— 

Way . 

Mrs. Sal. North. 
„ dul. South. 
& Mrs. Sal. Eaſt. 
3 dal. Weſt—far as the Poles aſunder. 
BY Fag. Upon my Shoul, a very pretty Sheremony. 
. Sir Ch. Now, Mr. Sullen, there wants only my Si- 
Er; Fortune to make us eaſy. Sul. 


Pray, 


ree. 
Irs. 


88 TheBEAUxX STRA TAGEN. 


Sul. Sir Charles, you love your Siſter, and J love be 
Fortune ; every one to his Fancy. We 
Arch. Then you won't refund? 
Sul. Not a Stiver. a9 
Arch. What is her Portion? 

Sir Ch. Ten Thouſand Pound, Sir, 

Arch. Þilpay it: my Lord, Ithank him, has enable 
me; and if the Lady pleaſes, ſhe ſhall go home with m; 
This Night's Adventure has proved ſtrangely lucky vn 
us all For Captain Gibbet, in his Walk, has made bo! 
Mr. Sullen, with your Study and Eicritore, and has tak: 
out all the Writings of your Eſtate, all the Articles } 
Marriage with your Lady, Bills, Bonds, Leaſes, Receips| 
to an infinite Value; I took em from him, and 1 de 
liver them to Sir Charles. | : 

[Gives him a Parcel of Papers and Parchmeit:| 

Sul. How, my Writings! my Head akes conſumedy 
_ — Well, Gentlemen, you ſhall have her Fortune, bi y 

J can't talk. If you have a mind, Sir Charles, to x ] 
merry, and celebrate my Siſter's Wedding and my D, 
vorce, you may command my Houſe :— but my Hat 
akes conſumedly : Scrub, bring me a Dram. | 

Arch. Madam [to Mrs. Sul. I there's a Country- Dam 
to the Trifle that I ſung to-day 3 your Hand, and wel 
lead it up. | | 


2 
= 
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a 


2 


Here a Dance. 


Arch. Twould be hard to gueſs which of theſe Pu. 
ties is the better pleas'd, the Couple join'd, or the Coupe 
parted ; the one rejoicing in hopes of an untaſted Haze 
pineſs, and the other in their Deliverance from an ei. 
perienc'd Miſery. 


Both happy in their ſcw'ral States wwe find : 
Thoſe parted by Conſent, and thoſe conjoi ud. 
Conſent, if mutual, ſaves the Lawyer's Fee; 
Conſent is Law enough to ſet you free. 


The END of the Fru ACT. 
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LPILOGUE; 
7 eſign'd to be ſpoke in the BEAUX 
STRATAGEM. | 


= Mr. SMITH, the Author of 


PH DRA and HyYPOLITUS. 


Fe our Play your Fudement can't be kind, 


Let its expiring Author Pity find: 
Survey his mournful Caſe with melting Eyes, 5 
et the Bard be damm d before he dies. 
ear, you Fair, on his laſt Scene to frovn, 
t his true Exit with a Plaudit crown ; 
Wer /ball the dying Poet ceaſe to fear | 
W dreadful Knell, while your Applauſe he hears. 


Leuctra /o the congu'ring Theban dy'd, 


aim'd his Friends Praiſes, but their Tears deny d: 
Wear din the Pangs of Death, he greatly thought 


r:gueft with Loſs of Life but cheaply bought. 

Th: Deron 3 ie Greek $4.5. one c- d fight, 
brave, tho not fo gay, as Serjeant Kite; 

We Sons of Will's, what's that to thoſe who awrite ! 
= Thebes alone the Grecian ow'd his Bays: 


Wo: ray the Bard above the Hero raiſe, 
e yours is greater than Athenian Praiſe. 


SONG 
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SONG of a T RIFLE. 
Sung by Archer in the Third Ac r. 


Trifling Song you ſhall hear, 
Begun with a Trifle and ended. 
All Trifling People draw near, 


Ard I jhall be nobly attended. | = Th 
Were it not for 7. rifles, a few, : P 
That lately have come into Play; 1 
The Men wwou'd want fomething to do, 8; 
And the Women want ſomething to ſay. — 
What makes Men trifle in Dreſſing ? | 11 
Becauſe the Ladies ( they know ) © 
Admire, by often Poſſe 1 ing, Put 
That eminent Trifle a Beau. * 


When the Lover his Moments has Triff d, 
The Trifle of Trifles to gain : 

No fooner the Virgin is riff fd, 

But a Trifle Pall part em again. 


What mortal - bon d be able 
At W hite's half an hour to fit ? 
Or who cou'd bear a Tea-Table, 
Without talking of Trifles for Wi t ? 


The Court is from Trifles ſecure, 
Gold Keys are no Trifles, we ſee: 
White Rods are no Trifles, I'm ſure, 
Whatever their Bearers may be. 
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Te) vw 1 if you wil] go to the Place, 
e Trifles abundantly breed, 
WW Levee will ew you his Grate 
, Promiſes Trifles indeed. 


Coach with fix Footmen behind, 

count neither Trifle nor Sin: 
„, he Gods! how oft do awe find 

E candalous Trifle within ? 


T. 


nal of Champaign, People think it 
= Trifle, or ſomething as bad: 
Bt if you'll contrive how to drink it, 


gell fad it mo Trifle egad. 


Parſen's a Trifle at Sea, 

& Widows a Trifle in Sorrow :* 

Peace is a Trifle to-day : 

o nos what may happen to-morrow ? 


EY Black-Coat a Trifle may chak, 

P/ to hide in, the Red may endeavour : 
WP ut if once the Army is broke, 
=: /ball have more Triſſes than ever. 


. Stage is a Trifie, the ſay; 
The Reaſen, pray carry along, 
WP cauſe at ev'ry new Play, 


F he Houſe they with Trifles fo throng. 


Bat with People's Malice to Trifle, 
Aid to ſet us all on a Foot: 

De Author of this is a Trifle, 
Aud his Song is a Trifle to boot. 
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